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The Moore of V enice . i 

r •• 1’ *■: .• ] 

■ <i4s.it hath beene diuerfe times acted at the 
Globe , and at the Black Jbriers , by 

j hit Maiefties Seruants. 

t ^ ‘ '• ' ' - 

Written h William Shakefpeare. 
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The Stationer to the Reader. 

Sg; 0 /# forth a booke without an Epiftle. 
^ 4ere like to the old EnglifhpKoperbe. A 
blew coat without a badge, & the Au- 
thor being dead , 7 thought good to take 
— that piece of mrke <vpo» me : To com • 
mend it. 1 mil not for that which is good 1 hopeeiiery 
man mil commend .without intreaty : and 1 amt he bol- 
der. becaufe the Authors name is fufficient to went his 
works. Thus leaning euery one to the liberty of judge- 
ment : I haue noenter edto print this Play, and leaue n 
to the gener all cenjure. 






Yours? 



Thomas V V alhley. 
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Enter I*go and Ruder i^t. 

>Vfls,neuer tSmJtake it much rnkindly 

l ThatvouWwhohashadmypurIe, 

1 As if the firings were thine, fhould 1ft know of this, 
i /*. S*blood,but you willnot hcare me, 
iSt&ZA Ifeuer I did dreame offuch a matter.abhorre roe. 
fflJ^Thoutoldfi me, thou didft hold him in thy hate. 

& SSUli- not three great oik. of the Citty 

In perfonallfuite to make me his Leiutcnar.t, 

Oft captto him,and by the faith of man, 
l know my pricc,I am worth no worfe a place, 

But he a as louing his ownc pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, with a bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithite : of warre : 

And in conclusion, - , 

Kon-fuits my mediators : for certcs,lay es he, 

I haue already chofenmy officer,and what was he 
Forfooth.a great Atithmetition, 

One Mtcbttl C*[si*fi F lorentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a fairc wife , 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field, 

Nor the deuifion of a Battcll knowes, 
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And I,of w hom his eyes had feene theproofe, 

A. Rhodos,nCtprei,and on other grounds, 

Jinhisn and Heathen, mult be led,and calm'd 
By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter* carter 

Hcingo o dc,mr,murthis L ciuten a mbc, 

And I God blefle the markc.his Worships Ancient. 

/^Bnt r UC . nIrafChCri i VOUld Il3Ue b‘o his hangman. 
ia. out there’s no remedy. t ° 

Tis the curie of fcruice, * •’ 0 

Prcfermen t goes by letter and affeftion , 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fccond 
Stood ht-ire to thefirrt : 

Now fir be iiidgc your felfc, 

Whether I,in any iuft tearrne am afWd \ 
to lone the Moore. ° 

Rod. I. would not follow him then. 
da. O (ir,contenc you, 

I follow him to feruc my turns vpon him. 

We cannot be all mafters,n«r all , nailers 
Cannot be trucly followed, you foal] ma rke. 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue, 
fnat doting on his owne obfequfous bondage, 

Wearcs out his time much like his mailers Aflc, 

Wh?n USh r bU |! P rou « , 1 d < |, > a ‘ 1 d:wheu hce’s old cartlievd,. ' 
Wlup mee fuch honeft knaues : 

Others there arc, who trimd in formes. 

And villages of duty,keepc yet their hearts 
Attending on themfeiues,aid throwing 
But ftiewes of fcruice on their Lords, & 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they hauc lin’d thejr coatcs* 

Doc thcmfelucs homage, 

Thofe fcllowcs haue fomeiqu!e ? 
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And fuch a one doe I profefle my fete, t-- 
It is as fore as you are Rodtrigt, ^ 

Were I the Moore.I would not otlago j 
In following him,l follow but my felft. 

Heaucn is my iudge,not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeming io. 

For my peculiar end, _ • 

For when my outward action does demonltrgte 
The hatiue aft, and figure of my heart. 

In complement externe.tis not long after. 

But I will wcarc my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Doues to pecke at, 

I am not what I, am. 

Rod. what a full fortune docs the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’et thus ? 

Ia. Callvp her father, 

Rowfe him,make after him, poyfon his delight, 
Prodaimehimin the ftrecte,incerrfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fci tile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyes •• tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch ranges of vexation our. 

As ic may Icole fome colour. ■ 

Rod Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 

Ia. Doe with like tinieroUs accent, and dire yell, 

A s when by night and negligcnce,tbe fire 
Is ipied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantw.Sc\gn\oiBrabaHtiojno y 
la. Awakc,what-ho,B>viA«f«>, 
Tiiceucs,thccucs,theeues; : 

1 ooke.to your houfe, you Daugbter,and your bags, 
Theeues,cheeues« ° 

Brabantio at a wmdow, 

Brab. What is the r eafon of this terribl e fummens ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Scignior,is all your family within? 

I*. Arcalldoorelockts? 

B i 




4 The Tragedy ^Otheiia^^" 

Br<tb. Why, wherefore aske you this ? 

/<*£» Zounds fir you are robd , for fiiame put on your eownr 
Your heart is burft.you hauc loft halfe your foule • 

Eucn now, very now, anoldblackcRam 
. Is tuppingyour white Ewe; arife,arife. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe thcDinel! will make a Grandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

Brab. What, bane you loft your wits ? 

Red. Moft rcuerend Seignior, doe you know my yoyce? 

Bra* Not I,what are you? 

Rod, My name i sRoderigo, 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I hauc charg'd thee, not to haunt about my doles. 

In honeft plaincneflc.thou haft heard me lay 
My daughter is not for thee,and now in madnes. 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious braucry,doft thou come 
To dart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir,fir,fir« 

Bra. But thoumuft needes be fure 
My fpirit and my place hauc in them power. 

To make this bitter to thcc. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tell d thou me of robbing } this is V$ni&, 

My houfe is not a graungc. 

Rod. Mod graue Brabant 
In firnple and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir,you are one ofthofe, that -will not feme God# 
the Deuil bid you. Bccaule we come to doe you feruicc,you thinkc 
we are Ruffian*, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
hor fe ; youle haue your Nephewes ney to you$youle hauc Courftrs 
for Coufcns,and Jennies for Icrmaus . 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou ? 

lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moerc,arenow making tyc Bead with two backs. 

Bra. Thou arc a villainc* i 0 - . . 

lag. You are a Senator. 

Hr** 
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the Moore o, 

tr 4 . This thou (halt anfwer,I know thee R«derig» 

R$d* Sir,I will anfwer any thing t But Lbefccch yodj 
If (he be in her chambcr,or your houfe, > 

Letloofcon me the luftice of the Irate, 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 

Giue me a taper,call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 
jgcleefe of it oppteffes me already : 

Light I fay,light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muftleaue you. 

It feemes not meete, par wholefemc to my pate. 

To be produc’d,as ifrftay I (ball 

Againft the Moore, for 1 doe know the (late. 

How euer this may gaulehim with fome checke. 

Cannot with fafety caft him,for hee’s imbark'd. 

With fuchloud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which enen now ft^nds rn a&,that (or their foulcs. 

Another of his fathome, they haue not 
Toleade their bufincffc.in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for ncceffity ofprefent life , 
lmuft(bewoutafljg,andfigneofloue, s 
Which is indeed but figne,tnat you (hall furciy 
Findehim .• lead to the $ agittar.the raifed feasch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit, 

Ewttr Barbantio in his night gems t 4*A ftrumt 
with Torch. s, 

Br4. It it too true an euill,gone (be is. 

And what's to come,of my deipifed time, - 

Is nought but bitternefle now Rtitrigo, 

Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore fiift thou ? who would be a father ? 

n°a l l<lft ^ OU know twas & e? 0 decciueft ra« 
raft thought ; what faid (be, to you? get more tapers., 

B j Hatfie 
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Raife *11 »y kindred, are they married thinke yon ? 
Rod. Tr uely I thinke they ire. 



VVeelc gtu-c him csble, 

Oth, Let him doe his fpite. 



, 4 . 

Jilj 




lot read Rtderire^ ' • ^ f rom men of royaJi height, and my dememw, ; ori// C . T V ^ 

r : May ipcake vnbonnJced to as proud a fortune 

inane nr. ’ ^ * *!?* ‘K $8*^^ 

e way,fomc another; doe yon know - « >* 



May beabus’d? haueyou notr 
Of feme fuch thing. 

Rod. Ihauefir. 

Bra. 

Some one 

Where we may apprehend her,andthc Moore ? 



< n,i., A.iu 




Rod, Ithmkeicandfcouerhtm.iiyoupleafe l£l!oo£SliX t ^"-Ca^o with light, } Of vert. 

To get good guard,andgoc along with me. i j 4 t l r f *»d twebtt* 

Lr PrayWmeolntcuerlhcufellecay, Y * wStft^h! « ;■ 

I may conmiand at moft r get weapons ho, m Not 1,1 muft be found, • / 

And raifc fome Ipec tallOfficcrs offught : ^ • - My parts, m yTirle i andmyperfbafbule, 

On goodRod«rtgo,l\c delerue your paynes* , Shall manif&rae rightly -ids thejv 

Enter OthcWojligo^d attendants with Torches. ' q '.k 

la. Tho in the trade of war re, I haue flaine men, i The goodneflc o/t he night ^on 

Yet doe I hold it very ftufcofConfcienhk'.r.fj to yj ; What is the newes. ^ ^ y ur friends, 

Todoe no contriud murrharfl lacke iniquity ^ v. s.-f a Caf. The Dulce does ereete vou <W M U 
Sometimes to doeme feruiefc f nine ont-en times, «-■ -r.i And he requires »ourha/f.W>K,a . 

1 had thought to baue ierk’d him here, ^ Euenonthcinftant. * ^ a PP car *«ce, 

Vnderthc ribbes. Oth. What* the raster thinke w - - 

Oth. Tissbetter at it is. 
lag. Nay ; ,but’fte prated* .* *sjjvu;<- ijnsg 

And Ipoke fuch fcutuy,and prouoking tearmes 
Againft your Honor, that with the little godlineflelhaue 
I did full hard fotbeare hitttelmfcl pray fir, ■> a * - - > 

Arc you faft married ? For Bijlutie of thi^y cj » i 

That the Magmfico is muchbcloucd, * • ;d : 

And hath inhisefFe(5f,* V6yi;c potential!, 

As double as the D likes ,he will d t uorce you, 

O: put vponyou what reftfaint^and greeuance, 

Jhfg Jaw kk&fccc^k -on* > - 



, “hi"' ‘dr.“ ^m.vm 



0 ? 






And many ofthc Gonfuls rais*d,and met 

|W hen being^o^alTot loT' 11 ' 11 ' 

Otht Ti* wclll ara f ound ^ 

Week B 4, j[c 
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He fpend a word here in the houfe,and goe with you, 

Caf. A undent, what makes he her e ? 

Ia. Faith he to night ,hath boorded a land C arrick * 

If it proue lawfull prize, hee’s made foreuer. . - 

Caf I doe not vnderftartd. 
la. Hee'smarriedf 
Caf. Towho? 

* '• !; tiliotrj 'S D’ r J.-| v ; ;j 

Enters Brabantio,Roderigo J «i»</ others with lights 
and weapons. 

Ia . Marry to Come C apcahie,will you goe? 

Oth. Ha, with who ? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feckc for you. 

Ia. It is Brabaniio t Gzniu\\ be aduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla,ftand there; , V ; , i 

Hod. Seignior, it is the Moore. ; : y 

Cra. Downe with him thetfe. 

Ia. You Roderigo, Come fir, I am for you. 

Oth. Kecpe vp your bright iw©rds,for the dew will tuft era, 
Good Seignior you fhall more command with yeares ‘ 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foule theefe,where haft thou flowed my daughter 
Dambdas thou art,thou haftinchanted her. 

For ile referre me to all thing of lenfe, 

Whether a maide fo te n der,fairc, and happy. 

So oppofite to marriage ,thdt flic fhufrd 
The wealthy curled darlings of ourNatian, 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke ) 

Runne from her gardage to the foory bofotne 

Offuch a thing as thou ? to feare,not to delight. 

Such an abufer of the world, a pra&jfcr 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ? 

Lay hold vp©nhim,ifhe doe refift, 

S ubdue him at his perill. 

Oth. Hold your hands : 

Both you of ray inclining and the reft. 



* ~emce. 

Were it my Qu. to fight, I fliould haue knowne it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I roe, 

And anfwcrthisyoiir charge ? 

Bra. To prifon till fit time 
Of Law,and courfe of direff Selfion, 

Call thee to anfwcr. 

Oth. What lfl doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Meflengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon fomeprefent bufinelft of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Counce!l,and your noble felfe, 

I am fure is fent for. 

Bra. How ? the Duke in Councell ? 

In this time ofthe night ? bring him away. 

Mine’s not an idle caufe.the Duke himfelfc. 

Or any ofmy Brothers ofthe State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong,as twere tbejr owne. 

For iffuch a£tions,may haue paflage free, 

Bondflaues,and Pagans,(hal our Statcfmen be. Exeunt* 

Enter Duke and Senators, fit at a Table with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There is no Compofition in thefe nevves. 

That giues them credit. 

1 Sena. Indecde they are difproportioned, ; 

My letters fay,a hundred and feuen Gallies. 

Dts. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sena. And mine two hundred : 

B ut though they iumpe not on a iuft account. 

As in thefe cafes.where they aym’d reports, ' 
psoft with difference,yet doe they all confirms 
A Tmkijh flccte.and bearing vp to Ctprejfe. 

Nay,it ispolfibie enough to iudgement : 

I doe not fo fecurc me to the error. 

But the mayne Articles I doe approuc 

€ 
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When I did fpeake of feme diftreffed ftroake 
That my youth fuffered : my ftory being done; 

She gaue me for my paines a world offighes; 

She fworelfaith twas ftrange,twas palling ftrange ; 
Twas pittifull,twas wondrous pittifull ; 

She wifht fhe had not heard it, yet ftie wiftit 
That Heauen had made her fuch a man : flie thanked 
Anc bad me,ifl had a friend that loued her, 

I fnould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that would woee her. Vpon this heatc I fpakc.* 
She lou’d me for thedangers I had part. 

And I loud her that ftie did pitty rhem. 

This onely is the witchcraft I hauc va’d ; 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witneffe it. 

£*«rDefdemona,Iago > W/£<r ref. 

Du, I thinkc this tale would win my daughter to, * 
Good Brabantit, take vp this mangled matter at the befl 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake. 

If fhe coafefie that (he was halfe the Wooer, 
Deftru&ionlite on me, if my bad blame 
light on the man. Come hither gentle mi ftr clfe : 

Doe you perceiuc in all this noble company. 

Where moftyou owe obedience ? 

JDef. My noble father, 

I doe perceiuc here adeiuded duey-j 
To you I am bound for life and education; 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpe6tyou,you arc Lord ofall my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But hecre’s my husband : 
4>id fo much duty as my mother Ihe wed 
Toyou,prcferring you before her father. 

So much I challenge, that I may profeffe, 

D ue to the M<wre my lord. 







enice, 15 

BrA. God bu’y,l ha done : 

Pleafe it your Gracc,on to the State affaires ; 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it; 

Come hither Moore; <; 

I here doe giuc thee that,with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake lewelf, . 

I am glad at foule. I haue no other child. 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny; 

To hang clogs on em,I hauc done my Lord. 

Du. Let me fpeake like your fclfe,and lay a fentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may hclpe thele louers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies arc paft,tbe griefes arc ended. 

By feeing the worft,which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone, 

Isthencxtway to dra w more'mifehiefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

Therob’d thatfmilcs,ftealcs fomething from the thiefe, 

He robs himfelfe,that fpends a bootelcflc griefe. 

Bra. So let the Turke,of Cjrprtt vs beguile^ 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile • 

He bcares the fentence well that nothing bearer. 

But the free comfort, which from thence he heares : 

But he bearcs both the fentence and the forrow. 

That to pay griefe.muft of poorc patience borrow. 

Thcfefcntences to fugar,or to gall. 

Being firong on both fides.arc cquiuocalh 
But words are words,I neuer yet did heare,' 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the eare ? 

Befccch you now,to the affaires of the ftate. 

ntFn' ™ ott , mi g ht y preparation makes for Ciprts 

GrAe&jthc fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you.and tho we 
hauc there alubftitutc ofmoft allowedfufficiency,yet opinion,afo- 

muftfh C ^ re F c °^ c ^ c, *^ s,throwes a more fafer voyce o'n ' tou^vou 
muft therefore bee content to {lubber the gloffc of your newfor- 

runes, with this more ftubbornc and boifteraus expedition. 

Cf ' Otk 
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Their deareft a&ioti in the tented field. 

And little of this great world can 1 fpeake. 

More then pertaines to feate of broyle, and battaile. 
And therefore lit tie lhall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking for my felfe;yct by your gracious patience, 
I will a round vnuarnifh’d tale deliucr. 

Of my whole courfe of loue,what drugs,what charmes. 
What coniuration,and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’d withall: ) 

I wonne his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold of fpirit. 

So ftill and q^t : that her motion 

Blufht at her felfc : and (he in fpite of nature. 

Of yeares,ofCountrey,credit,euery thing, 

To fall in loue with what flic fear’d tolooke on ? 

It is a Judgement maimd,and moll imperfe&, 

That will confefle perfection, fo would erre 
Againft all rules ofNaturc,and mull: be driuen. 

To finde out pra&iles ofeunning helJ , 

Why this Ihould be, I therefore vouch againe, 

That with fome mixtures powerfull ore the blood. 

Or with fome dram coniur’d to this effect. 

He wrought vpon her. 

Du. Toyouchthisisnoproofe, 

Without more ceitiine arid more ouert teft, 

Thefc are thin habits,and poore likelihoods. 

Of moderne fecmings,you preferre againft him. 

i Sena. But Othello l'peake, 

D id you by indirect and forced courfes. 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affeClions ? 

Or came it by requeft,and fuchfaire qucftion> 

As foule to foule affoordeth ? 

Oth. I doe befeechyou. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittar, 

And let her fpeake of me before her father ; 

If you doe finde me foule in her report, 

Not onely take a way, but let your fentence 
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Euen 



enice* 

Euen fall vpon my life. 

Du. Fetch Defdemomt hitber. Exit two or thrtf. 

Oth. Ancient conduit them, you beft know the place j 
And till fhe come,as faithfull as toheauen, 

Soiuftly tovour graue earesTleprelcnr, 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And fhe in mine. 

Du. Say hOthtlb. 

Oth. Her Father Icued me,ofc inuited me. 

Still queftioned me the ftory of my life, : 

From yeare to yeare,the battailes,feigcs,fortuncs 
Thatlhauepaft: 

I ran it througb,euen from my boyilh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it ; 

Wherein I fpake of rnoft difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accident of flood and field ; 

Ofheire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach - 
Of being taken by the infolcnt foe .• 

And fold to flaucry,and my redemption thence. 

And with it all my trauells Hiftorie; 

W herein of Antrces vaft,and Dcferts idle. 

Rough quatries,rocks and hils, whole heads touch heauen 
It was my hent to fpeake,fuch was the proceffc : 3 

And of the Cannibals^ that each other eate; 

The Jinthropephagie , and men whofe heads* 

R? e gj^beneaththdr Ihoulders : this to hearc. 

Would Defdemona lerioufly incline; 

Butftillthe houfe affaires would draw her thence 
And euer as Ike could with haft difpatch 
Shee’d come againe,and with a greedy eare 
Dcueure vp my difeourfe ; which I obfertrinfe 

0 rcxi ^ beguile her ©fher teares. 

Cj 
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Infearefullfenfe. ~ Enter a Meftngm 

One within . What ho,whatho,what ho ? 

54//or. A metfcnger from the Galley. 

D«. Now,the bufineffe ? 

Sailor. The Tnrkifh preparation makes for Rhodes b 
So was I bid report here,t&the ftate. 

Du. How fay you by this change? 
i Sena. Thii cannot be by no affay of reafon — . 

Tis a Pageant, 

To kcepe ys in falfc gaze : when wc conltdcr 
The importancy ofCjrpreJJito th eTurke: 

And let our felues againe,buc rnderftand. 

That as it more concerncs the Turk? then Rhodes? 

So may he with more facile queftion bcare it. 

Dn. Atid in all confidence, hee’s not for Rhodes. 

Officer. Here is more newes. Enter a a. Meffengtn 
Mef, The Ottamites, tcuerend and gracious. 

Steering with due courfc,toward the Iflc of Rhodes, 

Haue there inioynted with an after fleete 
Of 5 o. faile,and now they doe refterine 
Their backward cour{e,bearing with franke appearance 
Their purpofes towards Cypreff*. Seignior Aiontane, 

Your trufty and moflvaliant feruitor. 

With his free duty recommends you thus. 

And prayes you to belecue him. 

Du. Tis ccrtaine then for Cypreffe , 

Marcus Luccicos is not here io T owne, 
i Sena, Hee’s now,in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs,wifhbim,poft,poft Haft difpatch; 

Enter Brabantio,Othello,Roderigo, Iago,Caflio, 
Dcfdemona,4#<sf Officers. 

i Sena. Here comes Brahantie znA the valiant Moore. 
Du. Valiant Othe/ie,wc muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the generail enemy O ttamdn ; 

1 did not fee you,welcome gentle Seignior, 

Wc lackeyour counfell, and your hdpc to night. 
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Bra. So did I yours, good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my p!acc,nor ought 1 heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed,nor doth the generail 
Take any bold of me, for my particular griefes. 

Is of fo flood gate and orebearing nature. 

That it cngluts and fwallowcs other'forrowes, 
Anditisftillicfclfe. 

Du. Why, wh at’s the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

M. Dead? 

Bra. I to me.’ 

She is abus*d,fto!ne from me and corrupted. 

By fpels and medicines, bought of mountebaacks. 
For nature fo prepofteroufly toerre. 

Since witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be,that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild jrour daughter of her felfe. 

And you ofher,the bloody booke of Law, 
fou fhall your fclfc,read in the bitter letter. 

After its owne fenfe,tho our proper fonne 
Stood in your adiion. 

Bra. Humbly I thankeyour Grace; 

Here is the man^his Moore,whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate/or the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 
jdlt. We are very ferry for’e. 

Du, What in your owne part can you fay to this? 
Bra. Nothing,buc this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue,and reuerend Seignior*, 
My very noble and approoued good maifters : 

That I haue tanc away this old mans daughter 
It is moft true :true,I haue married her 5 
The very head and front of my offending. 

Hath this extent no more. Rude am I i n , ny f pcech 
And little t> left with the fet phrafe ofpeace^ ? * 

Forfincc tncfc armes ofmine ^ ^ > * 

Till now fomemne Mooncs wafted,they haue^s’d 

C a 
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Of&. The tyrant cuftome mart great Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteeleCooch of watre. 

My thrice driuen bed of downc : I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

1 findc in hardneffe,and would vndertake 
This prefent warres againft the Ottamitts, 

Moft humbly thcrefore,bending to your State, 

I craue fic difpofition for my wife. 

Due reuerence of place and exhibition. 

Which fuch accomodation ? and befort 
As leuels with her breeding. 

Du. If you plcafe,bee’c at her fathers. 

Era. He nothaueic fo* 

Oth. Norl. 

Defd. Nor 1,1 would not there refide. 

To put my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in h is eye : moft gracious Duke, 

To my vnfotding lend a gracious eare, 

Andlet me finde a chartcrinyour voyce. 

And if my fimplcnefle, — — 

Dm. What would you — fpeake. 

Def. Thatl did louethe Moore,to Hue with him. 
My downe right Violence, and fcorne of Fortunes, 

May ttumpet to the world .* my heart*; fubdued, 

F uen to the vtmoft pieafure of my Lord : 

I law O the Hoes viffagein his minde,* 

And to his Honors jaftd his valiant parts 
Did I my foule and fortunes confecrsttc ; ; 

So thatdeere Lords.if I be left ■behihde, 

A Motheofpeace,andhe goeto the warre, 

The rites for which I loue him,are bertfc me, 

And I a heauy interim fhall. fupport. 

By hisdeave abfence,leEme goewith him. 

Oth. Your voyc.es Lords : befeech you let her will, 
Haue a free way, I therefore beg it not 
To pleafe the pallat of my appetite, 

Nor to comply with heate,the young affedb 












In my dcfun£l,and proper fatisfaffion. 

But to be free and bounteous of her mind, 

And heauen defend your good foules that you thinbe 
I willyour ferious and good bufineffe fcant. 

For fhe is with me; — no, when light- wingd toyes. 

And feather’d Cupid foyles with wanton dulneffe. 

My fpeculatiue and a&iue infttuments. 

That my difports,corrupt and taint my bufinefle. 

Let hufwiues make a skellet of my Hclmc, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Dm. Be it,as you fhall priuately determine. 

Either for ftay or going, the affaires cry haft. 

And fpeedc mull aufwer,you muft hence to ni; hr, 

Defd. To night my Lord? 

Du. This night. 

Oth. With ailmy heart. 

Du. At tcni’the morning here wcel mcete agafoe. 
Othello feme lame officer behind. 

And he fhall our Commiffion bring to you. 

With fuch things elfe of quality or refpedf. 

As doth concerne you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

Aman he is of honefty and cruft, 

To his conueyance I afligne my vvife 

Witli what elfe ncedefull your good Grace fhall thinke, 
i o be lent after rne. . J 

Du. Let it be fo : 

Good night to euery one, and noble Sei gnior-, 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your fon in law is farre more fa: re then blacke. 

1 Sena. AdueBrauc Moore, vf e Defdemmu well. 

Hr a. Lookcto her Moote hauea quicke eve to fee 

“S- tea.h.r.mfy <,« 3*, ' yc 

^ ' fc , P„ c “', llcr ( »«li • honeft /„„ ’ * 

My Defdsmona muft I leauc to thee, * 

iprcc thee let thy wife attend on her, 

D 
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And bring her after in the bcft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona,! haue but an houre 
Of loue,of worldly matters,and dire£lion. 

To fpcnd with thee, we muft obey the rime. 

Rod. I ago. Exit Moore and Defdemona. 

lag. What faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I dee thinkelt thou ? 

lag. Why goc to bed and fleepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowtie my felfe. 

lag. Well, if thou doeft,I fhall neuerlcue thee after if. 

Way, thou filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It is fillin e (Te to hue, when to liuc is a torment, and then we 

haue a prefcription,to dye when death is our Phyfition. 

I fi g. I ha look’d vpon the world for foure times feuen yearei, 
and fine* I could diftinguslh betweene a beHefit,and an iniury,I no 
ucr found a manthatknewhow to loue himfclfc : ere I would lay 
Iwoulddrownc my felfe, for the lone of aGinny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboonc. 

Rod. What fhould I do M confcffe it is my fhame to be fo foftd, 
but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

lag. Vertue ? afig, tis in our felucs, that wee are thus, or thus, 

our bodies are gardens,to the which our wills are Gardiners;,fo that 
if we will plant Nttiles,or fow Letticc,fet Ifop.and weed vpTime; 
fupply it with one gender of hearbes, or diftrait it with many ; ei? 
ther to haue it fterrill with Idlencff8,or manur'd with Induftry 
the power, and corrigible Authority ofthis, lies in our wills. It the 
ballance of our Hues had not one fcale ofreafon,to poife another d 
fcnfuality; the blood and bafeneffe of our natures , would conduit 
vs to mod prepofterous conclufions. Buc wee haue rcafonto coolc 
our raging motions,our carnallftiugs,ourvnbittedlurts j.whereo- 
I take thiSjthat you call loue to be a fc<ft,or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. _ ... 

Jag. It is meerly aluftof the blood,and apermiflion ofthe wu- 
Comc,beaman; drownethy felfe? drowne Cats and blindc Pup- 
pies. .• I profeffe ms thy friend, and I confeflc me knit to thy del«* 
uing, w ith cables of perdurable toughueffe ; I could neuer bectc* 
ftetdc thee then now. Putmoney in thy.purfcjfolIo'W thele want 




ie ivloore oj 

defcatethy fauour with an vfurp’d beard ; I fay, put money inthy 
purfe. It cannot be, that Defdemona fhould long continue her loue 
vnto the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,- nor he to Her; it was 
a violent commencement , and thou fhaltfce an anlwerable feejue- 
ftratioa : put but money in thy purfe* — Thefe Moores are change- 
able in their wills: — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lufhious as Locufts,fhall be to him fhortly as accrbc 
as the Colloquintida. Wheu fhee is fated with his body , fhee will 
finde the error of her choyce ; Ihee muft baue change, fhee muft. 
Therefore put money inthy purfe : if thou wilt needes fdamme 
thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
^ the money thou canft. Iffan&imony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Barbarian, and a fuper fubtle Fenetian, b e not too hard for my 
wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou fhaltenioy her ; therefore make 
money, — a pox a drowning, tis deane out ofthe way : fcckcthou 
rather to be bang'd in comparing thy ioy,then to bee drowned, and 
goc without her. 

Rod, Wilt thou be faft to my hopes? 

lag. Thouartfureof me — goc, make money — I haue told 
thee often, and I tell thee againe, and againe, I hate the Moore, my 
caufe is hartcd,thinc has no leffc reafon,let vs be communicatiue in 
©urreuenge againft him : Ifihou canft cuckold him, thou doeft thy 
felfe a pleafure,and me a fport. There arc many euents in the womb 
o'fTime,which will be delincrcd. Trauerce,go,prouide thy money, 
we will haue move of this to morrow, Adiuc. 

Rod, Where fhall we meete i'ch morning. 

lag. At my lodging. 

Rod. l’le be with thee betimes. 
lag. Go to, farewell : docyou'hear zRcdcngo ? 

Rod • what fay you ? 

lag. No more of drowning,doeyoa heare ? 

Rod. I am chang’d. “ ' Exit Roltrigo. 

lag. Goe to,fareweil,put money enough in your purfe: 

Thus dee T euer make my foole mv purfe: 

For I mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prophane, 

If I would time expend with fuch a fnipe. 

Bat for my fport and profit : I hate the Moore, 

^ 2 And- 
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And it is thought abroad,that twixt my fhcetcs 
Ha’s done my office; I know notjif’c be true — *■ 
Yetljformeere fufpition in that kind, 

W ill doe,a$ if for furcty : he holds me well. 

The better fhall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsios a proper man,Iet me fee now. 

To get this place, and to make vp my will, 

A double knauery — how,how, — let me fee. 

After fome time, to abufe Othelloes earc. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

Me has aperfon and afmooth difpofc. 

To be fufpc&cd, fram’d to make women falfc : 

The Moore a free and open nature too, 

That thinkes men honcft,that but feemes to be fo : 

And will as tenderly be led bit'h nofe — as Affes arc ; 

I..ha’c,it is in gender’d: Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftrom birth to the worlds light. 

Exit, 

ayfBus z. 

Scoena i. 

E»/frMontanio,G(!«#r»(^- of Cyprcs,w/7& 
two other Gentlemen. 

m 

Montanio. 

theCape can you difeerne at Sea ? 
i Gent. Nothing ax all,it is a high wrought flood, 
I cannot tvyiKt the hauenand the maytie 
Defcry a failc. 

Mon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeakc aloud at fend* 

A fuller blaft nc’refhooke our Battlements <? • 

If it ha ruffian d fo vpon the fea # 

What rib.bcs of Oakc, when the huge moumaine mes Jt> 












Q& 



l pe iv j 

Can hold the morties, — What ffiall we he are of this ? 

2 Gent. A fegregation of the Tttrkjfh Fleetc : 

For doe but ftand vpon the bannipg Chore, 

The chidmg billow feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The windc leak’d furge, with high and monftrous naayne, 

Seemes to caft water^on the burning Beare* 

And quench the guards of th euer fired pole, 

I ncuer did, like molcftation view, - 
On theinchafed flood, 

Mon. If that the Tfflkifh'FlcctC 
Be not infticlter*d,ahdembayed,thcy are.drown d. 

It is impoffible they bcare it our. 

Enter a third Gentleman, 

5 Gent. NewcsLords,your warres are done s 
The defperacc Tcmpeft hath fo bang’d the Twrkc, 

That their defignement halts : Another (hippe of V* f *ntee hath fecne 
A grecuous wracke and ftifferancc 
On tnoft part of the Flecte. 

Mon. How,is this true? 

5 Gent . TheflVippeisheerepHtins 
A Veroncfla, Michael Gaffio, 

Leiutenawt to the warlike Moore Othello , 

Iscome afhore 2 the Moore kimfelfe at Sea, 

And is in full CommifJi'on here for Cypres* 

Men. I am glad on’t^tis aworthy Gouernour* 

3 Gent. But this fame Cafsio y i\\o he fpeake of comfort, 

T ouching the Turktfb Ioffe, y et he lookes fadly, 

And prayes the Moore be fafe/or they were parted, 

With foule and violent Tempclf. 

Mon. Pray Heauenhebc: 

For I haue ferifd hitn,and the man commands. 

Like a full Souldiert. 

Lets to the fea fide,ho. 

As wdl to fee the veffellthars come jiv 

D 3 As 
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£s to throw out our eyes for braue Othello. 

1 Gent. Come, lets doe fo, 

Foreuery minute is expectancy 

Ofmorcarrhiance, £»fcr Caffio. 

Caf. Thankcs to the valiant ofthis worthy lfte. 

That fo approuc the Moore, and let the heauens 
Giue him defence 3gainft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Men. Is he well fhipt ? 

Caf. His Barke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilate 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance, 

Therefore my hope’s not furfeited to death. 

Stand in bold cure. Enter 4 Me fencer., 

Mejf A faile,a fai!e,a failc. 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mejf. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’ch fea, 
otand ranckcs ofpeople,and they cry a fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe lhape him for the guernement. 

2 Gen. They doe dilcharge the (hot ofeeurtefie, 

Our friend at lcaft. Ajhot. 

Caf I pray you fir goe forth. 

And giue vs truth,who tis that is arriu’d. 

a Gent. Iftiall, Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiutcnant, is your Generali wiu’d ? 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchicu’d a maide, 

That parragons defeription, and wild fame : 

One that excells the blafoning pens, 

And in the effentiall yefture of creation, 

Does beare all excellency : — now, who has put in ? 

Enter a. Gentleman. 

2 Gent. Tisane I ago, ancient to the Generali, 

He has had moft fauourable and happy fpeede, 

Tempcfts tbemfelues,by feas,and houhng windes, 

The guttered rocks,and congregated fands. 

Traitors enfcerped;to clog the guildeffe Keele, 

As hauing fence of bgauty, do omit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 



r 



Thediuine Defdemona. 

Mon. What is (be? 

Caf. She that I fpoke of, our great Captains Gaptaine, 
Left in' he conduct of the bold Iago. 

Whofe footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great hue Othello guard. 

And fweil his faiie with thine owne powerfull breath. 
That he may blcfle this Bay with his tall ibippe. 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona's armes. 

E»^rDefdcmonajIago,EmiUia,4«</Rodcrigo« 

Giue renewd fire. 

To ourextin$cd fpirits. * 

And bring all CjpreJfe comfort, — - O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come aftiorc. 

Ye men olCypresfct her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of hcauen, 
Bcfore.bchindc thce,and on euery hand, 

Enwhecle thee round. 

Defd. I .thankc you valiant Cajfio : 

What tidings can you tell roe of my Lord ? 

Caf. Heisnotyetarriued,norknow I oughts 
But that hce’s well,and will be ftiortly here. 

Defd. O butlfearc: — how loft you company? 

[mthin.-] Afaile^faihi 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted ourfellowftiip •. but harke,A faiie. 

2 Gent. They giue their greeting to the CittaddL 
This like wife is a friend. 

Caf. So fpeakes this voyce „• 

Good Ancient, you arc welcome, welcome Miftreffc. 

Letit not gall y our pat ience,good Iago, 

Thatl extend my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold fhew of courcefic. 

lor. For would foe giue you fo much of her lips. 

As other tongue,lbc has beftowed on me, * 
a oud haue enough* 

D 4; 



Defd, 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22304) LONDON, 1600 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.33) OCtaVO 




B 



i 











2^. 

Def, Alaslfheehasnofpeech, 
lag. I know too much : 

I fin tie it,T; for when I ha lift to fleepe, 
Mary,beforcyourLadifhip 1 grant. 

She puts her tongue alittle in her hearty 
And chides with thinking. 

Em. Y ou ha little caufc to fay fo. 
lag. Come on,Corne on, you are PidVores out adores: 
Bells in your Pavlovs : Wildcats in your Kitchins.* 

Saints in yotir iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Players in your houfwifery ; and houfwiues in your beds. 
O fie vpon thee flandcrcr. 
lag. Na^,it is truc,or dfc I am a Turke, 

You rife to play, and goe to bed to \\ orke. 

Em, You (ball net write my praile. 
lag. No, let me not. 

De/d. What wouldft thou write ofme, 
if thou fbouldft praife me ? 

lag. O gentle Lady,doc not put meto’t, 

For 1 am nothing, if not Critical!. 

De/d. Come on,aflay -- there's one gone to the Harbor? 
lag. 1 Madam. 

De/d. I am not merry, but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by Teeming otherwife : 

Comc,how wouldft thou praife me? 

lag. I am about it, but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate,as birdlime does from freeze. 

It plucks out b'raine and all : but my Mufc labors. 

And thus flic is ddiuer’d .* 

If The be faire and wife,faireneffe and wit; 

The one’s for vfe,the other vling it. 

Defd. Wellpraifde: how if fine be blacke and witty ? 
lag, if file be blacke,and chercto haue a wit, 

Sbee'Jc finde a whitc,that fhall her blackncffe hit. 

De/d. Worfearid worfe. 

Em. Mow if faire and foolifn ? 

lag. She neuer yet was foofifli,that was faire. 






YI^Toorel 



emce. 
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P^reucB her folly hebt hereto a liaire. 

Def. Thefe are old paradoxes, to make fooleslaugh r’thc Alehouft, 
VVhat miferable praife haft thou for her,, 

That’s foulc'and foolifh ? 

De. There’s none fo foule,snd foplim thereunto. 

But does foule prankes,which faire and wife ones doc. 

j) e fd. O hcauy(gnorancc,diat praii.es the worft beft t but what 
praife coulaft thou beftow on a deferuing woman- indeed ? one, 
that in ihe authority of her merrits , did uiftty put on the_ vouch ot 



very malice it 



on*j 



-wnuh-f! 



,VO,C 



d c'bniw ‘j !j 1 
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lag. She that wasrjeuej- h.eu.ejcptou^»!.’t)d 1 1 ada 

Had tongue at will,and yet bosn;y kv , C O 

Ncuer lackt gold,andy.f$Wftu: neuergay;! •. nit". i tiio.f . 

Fled from her wifh,and yet- fa id ,oo w,-Ij mayitom e d I -■ - : . : . 

She that being angrcd,her rcujjpgeiegieigjR^o:.; »d rhi i e d: y ' : 
Bad her wrong ftay,and her dftfpleaiirfS fly<f!}i!oo Tsd.’c.iU jo ; n 
Shcthatin wifedomc,neuerwasfofr* t ilf<^j 5 f!Wofijlfiv ■ ■ 

To change the Codfhead for the Salipqris failc. i < - , ' r 
Skc that could thinke^ndirie’&e difc4ofe ,her minde. 

She was a wight,ifcuer fitch wight /o - 

Def. To doe what? t t97/oq vloowl oJ f; i t- •'*. 
lag. Tofucklefooles.apdghTO.nidd ftnan Beere* 

Def. O mofthme and impocenrcooclufion 
Doe not Ic^riif ^fhim Emi//ia } thohe berby •husband f>/i; 

How fay you Ca/fio , is he noi a moft.prophiue andliberatl 
Connfcilour ? 

Caf. H c 1-uan* 

More in the Soul'dicr then in the Schollcr. ■ 

lag. He takes her by the palmc ; I well fed, whifper : as little a 
webbe as this .yriH-jsn-^jajre; aggreat;* Flee a ^Ca/fio, I fmile vpon 
her,doe: I will catch you in yotir owne courtefies : you fay true, 
v tis fo indeed. If fuch t rkjrcs a^tiiefe. fttjp!y.ou out ;of your Leiute- 
nantry,ithad beenc; better you had not rift your three fingers fo off, 
which now againc, you are moll apt to play the fir in : good , weft 
ki(l,an excellent cou;tefie ; tis fo indeed: yet againe, your finders at 
your lips? Would they were Clifterpipei for your fake. ---The 
Moore,! know his Trumpet, Trumpets within,. 

* H Esi/sr 

* 
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Enter Othello , and Attendants. 

Caf. Tistruelyfo. 

Def. Lets mcece him,and recciue him. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth. O my faire W amour. 

Def. My deare Othello. 

Oth , It giues me Wonder great Ss my content, 

To fee you here before me :0 my foulesioy, ^ I 

If after cuery terhpeft, come fuch calmenefTe, 

May the winds blow,tillthey haue wakened death, 
AndletthelabourHigBprk'e^lini^MBsoffeas, vr : | 

Olymftu highland duck againc as low, J5’{ 

As hell’s from Heauen : If rt vvtrienow to dye, - ,f -• 

T’were now to be moft happy,for-I feare 
My foule hath her conrtntfo abfolute^ ui. 'm 

That not another comfo r ftjBfce«tbtf^ tad bri6 t y.h . 

Succeeds in Ynknowne Fate’/ 

Def. TheHcauensforbididEt? arij cci U: rf'SoO 
But that our loues and comforts fbouldihcreafe, 

Euen as our dayes doe groove. 

Oth. Amen to thatfweetc power, S' ciidv/so .oT .>4 
I cannot fpeake'V-nougb^thW^^lt, .aeloo’i 3!*' mi oT v. v 
Itftopsmcheere,itistoomuchofioy t t r . 1 Jon O .\vJ. 

And this, and this,thegreateftdifcord be,1 thepkjtfe. 

That ere bur hearts fhall make. 

lag. 0,you are well tun’d now, S | 

But I’le fet dbwhe the pegs, that make this 
Ashoncftaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vstotheCaftle: ■ or.’’ *^<J . --h •' 

Newes friends, ourwarres are done,the Tttrkt aredrowndt 
How doe our old acquaincanteof the Ifle'; , - -i t* ;i ;• f 
Honny,you (hall be wcH<defir’d inCypres ; ' ! ; ..soLnic^: j 

I haue found great loue amongft them : 0 my fweete, 

I prattleoutoffa(hion,and I dote, - . 

In mine one comforts : I precthee good Jago t 

Goe to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Matter to the Cittadell ; • ■ f ^ 
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He is a good one, and his worthlneffe. 

Dees challenge much refpea : come Defdemona, 

0n /'r°Doe thou meet/me prefcntly at the Habour: come hither. 
If S beett valiants they fay, bafe men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobility in their natures, more then is natme to them ---hi n , 
the Lciutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard: firft I wi 
tell thee, this Defdemona is directly in loue with him. 

Rod.’ With him? why tis not pofliblc. 

lav Lay thy firger thus, and let thy foule be inftruited : marke 
me with what violence (he firft loud the Moore,but for bragging, 

and’telling her fantafticall lies; and willfbeloue himttill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet heart thinke fo. Her eye mutt be fed, and 

what delight (ball flic haue to look on the D iuell ? When the blood 
is made dull with the a& of fport,therc fhould be agame to inflame 
it, and »iue faciety a frefli appetite. Loue lines in fauour, fympathy 
in yearcs, manners and beautiesjall which the Moore is deft critic in: 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , her delicate tender- 
neffe will finde it felfe abus’d,beginne to hcaue the gorge, difrclliffe 
and abhorre the Mooie,very nature will inftrudt her to it, and com- 
pcll her to fome fecond choyce : now fir, this granted,as it is a moft 
preguant and vntorced pofition, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio docs ? a knauc very voluble,no farder 
confcionable.thcn in putting on the tneereforme of ciuill and hand- 
feeming,for the better compafling of his fait and hidden attenti- 
ons: A fubtle ttippery knaue, a finder out ofoccafions; that has an 
eye, can ftampe and counterfeit the true aduantages neuer prefent 
themfelucs.Befides.the knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thofe 
requifites in him that folly and green inindeslook.afcci ; a peftilent 
coinpleatc knauc, and the woman has found him already. 

Red. I cannot bele cue rhat in her, (hee’s full of moft bleft con- 
dition. 

lag. Bleft figs end .* the wine fbcedrinkesismadeof grapes: if 
fbe had bcenebleft,ibe would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? 

Rod. Ycs,but that was but courtcfie. 

Jag, Lechery, by this hands an Index and prologue to the hi- 
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fiory ofluft andfoufc thought** they' met fo ncere with their W 
that their breaches embrac’d together. When thefe mutualiS 
fc marfhall the vvay.hand at hand,comes themainecicercifc.the in 
corporate conclufion. But fir,be you rul’d by mce, I haue brouehl 
you from Vemce : watch you to night, for your command I’ J c lav't 
vpon you, knowes you not.I’Ienot befarre from you,doyo„ 
nndciome occafion to anger Cafshp ither by fpooking too loud or 
tainting his difcipline,or from what other caufe you plcafc • which 
the time fhall more fauourably minifter. ’ 

Rod. -Well. 

lag Sir he is rath, and very fuddain in choicr,and haply with In 
Trunchcn may ftrikeat you; prouokc him tint he may,for eucnout 
of that, Will i caufe tbefe of Cypres to mutiny , whofc qualification 
.had come into no true cruft again't,but by^the d planting of CV/i* ' 
So lull you hauc a fhorter journey to yourdefires by themcanesl ! 
Inal then haue to prefer tbem,& the impediment, mod profitably rt- 
rnou ct, witnouc which there were no expectation ofourproiperjty. 

Rod. I will doe chis, if I can bring it co any opportunity. 

lag. 1 warrant chce,mcete me by and by at the Cimdelljltnuft • 
tetch his Decenaries afhorc* - — Farewell* * ♦: i i j 

Rod> Aduc* Epit. 

, * Th a t Cafs/o loues her,I doe well belccuc it ; 



That (lie loues hiuyis apt and of great credit j 
The Moore howbe’t /.hat I induce him not, 
is ofa conftant,noble,louing nature; 

And I dare thinkc,bee J le proueto DefdemonXy 
A ineft deere husband : now I doc louc her too, 

Notout of abfoluteluft/hoperaduenture. 

I ftand accountant for as great a fin. 

But partly lead to diet my reucoge, 

For that I doe fufpedt the' luftfulfMoore, 

Hath leap d into my fe.ite,the thought whereof 

r^otn like a pcifonous tnincrall gnaw my inwards, * f ... ft 

And nothing can,nor fhall content my foule,- 
Till I am etien wich him, wife, for wife'; 

Or failing fo.yet that I put the Moore, 

At lea ft, into a Iealoufie foftrong, 
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That Iudgement cannot cure; which thing to doc. 

If this poore trafhof P2r»«*,w horn I crufh. 

For bis quicke hunting,ftand the putting on. 

He haue our Michael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufcbimto the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio,v:hh my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me.loue nac,and reward me. 
For making him egregioufly an Afle, 

And pra&ifing vpon his peace a«d quiet, 

Euen to madnefle ; tis here, but yet confus’d, 
Knaucrics plaine face is neuer feene/ill vs’d. 



Enter a Gentleman reading a P reclamation. 



Exit. 



It is Othello's pleafure;our noble and valiant Generall/hat vpon 
certaine tidings now arriued, importing the meere perdition of the 
7#r£i/kFleete;that euery man put himlelfe into triumphiSomc to 
dance , fome makebonefires; each man to what fport and Re- 
Uelshisminde leadeshim; forbefidcs thefc bcneficiall newes , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptia'ls .* So much was his plcafure 
fliould bee proclaimed. All Offices are open , and there is fill! 

liberty, from thisprefenc houre of Sue, till the bell hath told 
elcuen. Heaucnbiefle the Iflc of Cypres, znd our noble Generali 
Othello. 

Enter Othello,Cafiio,4»d Defdemona* 

Oth. Good Michael, lookc you to the guard to night. 

Lets teach our felucs the honourable ttoppe. 

Mot to out fport difcreiion. 

Caf. /ago hath dire&ed what to doe ; 

But notwithftanding with my perfonall eye 
Will I looke to it. 

Oth. jagoh moft honeft, 

Michael 'good night/o morrow with your earlicft, 
ct me haue fpeech with you, come my deare louc, - 
1 he purchafe made/he fruits arc to cufue 
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The profits yet to come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello and Defdemona, 

Enter Iago. 

Caf. Welcome Iago, we muft to the watch. „ 
lag. Notthis hourc Leiutenant,tis not yet ten aclock : ourGc- 
nerall caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defilement . who let yj 
not therefore blame,hee hath not yet made wanton the night with 
her ; and flic is fport for loue. 

Caf. She is a mofl exquifite Lady. 
lag. And Pie warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeede fhc is a molt firefh and delicate creature. 
lag. What an eye flic has ? 

Me tninkes it founds a parly of prouocation. ' - 

Caf. An inuiting eyc,and yet me thinkes right moddcfl. 
lag. And when flie fpeakes,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf, It is indeede perfection. 

lag. We!l,happinefle to their flieetes — come Leiutenant, I 
hauea ftopeofWine, and heere without are a brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants, that would faine haueamcafurcto the health of the blacke 
Othello. 

Caf. Not to nighr.good Iago ; Ihauc very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking: 1 could well wifhcourcefie would inuenc force 
other cuftome of entettainement. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup : I’le drink for you, 
Caf. I ha drunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innauation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunate in the infirmity, and dare nottaske my wcakeneffc with 
any more. 

lag. What man, tis a night of Reuelis,the Gallants defire it. 

Caf. Where are they ? 

lag. Here at the dore,I pray you call them in. 

Cafl'le do’qbut it diflikes me. Exit, 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon him. 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hee’ll be as full of quarrelland offence. 

As my young miftris dog .• — Now my ficke foole Roderigo , 
Whom loue has turn’d almoft the wrong fide outward. 
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To Defderuona, hath to night carouft 
potations pottle deepe.and hee’s to watch 
Three lads oiCypres, noble fwellingfpirits. 

That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elemertsofthis warlike Iflc, 

Haue I to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : nowmongft this flockc of drunkards, 

I am to put our Cafsio in feme a&ion. 

That may offend the Ifle; Enter Mor»tanio,Caflio, 

But here they come : andothert. 

If confequcnce doe but approoue my dreame. 

My boate fades freely,both with winde and flreame. 

Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Goodfaith a little one, not paft a pint. 

As I am a fouldier. lag. Some wine ho : 

And let me the Cannikin cltr,ke,cltnkc , 

And let me the Cannikin clinke ,clinke : 

A Souldsers a man, a life's but a fpan } 

why then let a fouldier drinke. — Some wine boyes, 

Caf. Fore God au excellent long. 

lag. I learn’d it in England , where indeed they are mod potent 
in potting : your Dane,yo\iz Germaine, md your fwag-bellied Hol- 
lander, drinke ho, are nothing to your Enghjh. 

Caf, Is your English man fo expert in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facillity,your Dane dead drunke: 
he fweats not to ouerthrow your Almaine ; he giufcs your Hollander 
a vomir,rrc the next pottle can befild. 

Caf. To the health ofour Generali. 

Mon. Iam tor it Lciutenant,and I will doe you iuflice. 
lag, O fwee; e England , — King Stephen wa* a worthy pcere. 
His breeches cofl him but a crowne , 

He held 'em fixptnce all too deere 3 
With that he cald the Taylor towne. 

He was a wight of highrenowne, 

And thou art but of low degree, 

Tis pride that puls the Countrey dowue t 

bV -fl Th ‘ n Uk£ th ' ne md ck ^ AboMt ^- — Some wincho. 

E 4 Caf. 
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31 I /pel rage ay of iJthe 

Cafi Fore God this is a more exquifite fong thctt the other. 
lag. Will you hear’c agen? 

Caf. No,forIholdbimvnworthyof his place, that doesthofe 
things : well, God’s aboue all , and there bee foulcs that muft bte 
faued. 

lag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part, no offence to the, Generali, nor any mat 
of quality, I hope to be faued. 

Jag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I,but by your leaue, not before me; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let’^hanomorcof this, lens to our a?. 
Cures : GodforgiuevsonrfinsaGentlemen.lct'slooketooufbufi. 
nefle; Doc.not thinke Gentlemen 1 am di unke,. this is my Ancient, ■, 
this is my right hand,and this is my left hand : I am not drunkenovv, 

I can ftand well enouglgand fpeakc Well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf Very well then ;you ten ft riot thinke, that I am drunke. Ex, 
Mon. T o the plotforme maifters. Come, let’s fet the watch, 
lag. You fee this fellow tk t is gone before^ 

He is a Souldierfic to ftand by Cafar, 

And giue dire&ion : and doe but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vertue,a juft equinox, -;;j 
The one as long as th’other ; tis pitcy of him 
I feare the trull Othello put him in, 

On fome oddc time of his infirmity. 

Will {hake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus. i . 

lag. Tis euertnore the Prologue to hjiflcefe,?' 

Hcc’lc watch the horolodge a double fet. 

If drinke rocke not his .cradle.. . < ft ^ 

Mon. Twere well the GeneraJLwcte putin mindcofiti : 
Perhaps he fees it not,or bis gOodnature^-k^NTs hV.i os T . 

Praifes the venues that \ r^ri’.V : • 

And looke not on his euiils : is not this true ? : tt...; , 

lag. How now Rodcrigo, Enter Roderign 

lipray you after the Leiutenant, goc. ^ Xlt 

Mon ; And tis great pitty that the noble Mootft ^ 
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Should hazard fuch a place, as his owne fecond, 

With one ofan ingraft infirmity : 

]t were anhoneft a 6^ ion to fay fo to the Moore. 

Iae. Nor I, for this faire Ifland s ..." 

I doe loue Cajfio well, and would doe much, Htlfe i helfe 1 within’ 
To cute him of this euill : but harke, what noyfe. 

Enter Caflio,. drilling in Rodcrigo. 

Caf. Zouns.you rogue, you rafcall. 

Mon. what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A kiiaue, teach mec my duty : but Pic beatc theknauc into 
a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Sca'c me? 

Caf D ot ft thou prate rogue > 

Mon. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,orile knockeyou ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come,you arc drunke. 

Caf. Druukc? they fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe out and cry a mutiny. A bell ntngi 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill.Gentlemcn, 

Help; hr>, Leiutenant : Sir Montanio, fir, 

Helpe maifterSjhcre’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho. 

The Towne will rife,godfwill Leiutcnantjaokl, a 

You vvill be (ham’d forouer., , 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with weapons* 

Oth, What is the matter here ? 

Mon. Zotms,I bleed ftill,l am hurt, to the death; 

Oth. Hold, for yoir Hues-, . a 

_ Jng. Hold, hold Leiutenant, fir MontaniOf Gentlemen, 

Haue ycu forgot all place offence, and duty ; 

Hold, the Generali fpcakes toyou; hold,hold, for fbame. 

Oth. Why bow now bo, from whcnccarifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Tnrkes, and to our {clues doe that. 

Which Heauen has forbid the Ottamites : 

E Far 
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3 f The Tragedy o/'Otliello 

For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous brawle j 
He that ftirres next, to carue Forth his owne rage, 

Holds his foule lighr,he dies vpon his motion ; 

Silence that dreadful! bell,ic frights the Ifle 
From her propriety : what’s the matttr imfters ? 
Honed /<g 0 ,thac lookes dead with grieuing, 
Speake,\vho began this,on thy loue I charge thee. 

log. I doe not know, Friends all but now,eucn now. 
In quartcr,and in tcrmeSjlikc bride and groome, 
Deucftlng them to bcd,and then but now. 

As if tome plannet had vnwitted men, 

Swords out, and tilting one at others bread. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this pceuifti odds; 

And would in a&ion glorious, I had loft 
Thefelegges, that brought me to a part of ir. 

Oth. How came it Micbael y yo\i were thus forgot ? 

Caf, I pray you pardon me,I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy Mon tarns, you were wont be ciuill. 
The grauity and ftilnefle of yoitvjyouth. 

The world hath notcd,and your name is great. 

In men of wifeft cenfurc : what s the mattte 
That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a nighc brawler? giue me anfwcr to’r ? 

Mon. Worthy Othello ,1 am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer Iago can infornie you, 

VVhtlcI fpate fpeech.whichfomcthing now offends me 
Of all that I doc know,nor know Iought 
By me, that s fed ordoneamifle this night, 

V nlcfle fclfc-charity be fometime a vice. 

And to defend our felucs’it be a finne. 

When violence a (Taylcs vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My blood begins «ny fafor guides to rule, 

And paffion hauing mybeft judgement cocrld, 

A.fTayes c« leads the way. Zouns, if I ftirre. 














Or doe but lift this arme,thfc beft of you 
Shall fjnkein my rebuke: glue me to know 
How this foule rout began, who fet it on. 

And he thr t is npproou’d in this offence, 

Tho hehad twin’d with me,bothat a birth, 

Shall loofe me;what,in aTowne of warre. 

Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim full offeare. 

To mannage priuate and domefticke quarrels, 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonllrous. logo , who began ? 

Mon. If partiality affin’d,or league in office. 
Thou doeft deliucr.more or leffe then truth, 

Thou art no fouldicr. 

lag. Touch me not foneere, 

I had rather ha this tongue out from my mouth. 
Then it (hould doe offence to Michael Oajpo > 

Yet I perfwade my felfc to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Montanio and nr.y felfc being in fpcech. 

There comes a fellow, crying out for helpe. 

And GafjiofoViov/lng him with determin’d fword. 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps in to CW/r/^and intreates his paufc ; 

My felft the crying fellow did purfue, 
left by his clamour,as it fo fell out, 

The T owne might fall in fright : he fwift of footc. 
Out ran my purpofe : and I returnd the rather. 

For that I heard the clinke and fall of fwerds : 

And Cafeio high in oath*, which till to night, 

I nc re might fee before : when I came backe. 

For this was briefe >1 found them clofi: together 

At blow and thruft.cuen as agen they were 5 

When you your felfc did part them. 

More ofthis matter can 1 notreport. 

But men are men,the beft fometimes forget ; 

Tho C*/}/*did fome little wrong to him,° 

A * men inrage ftrike thofc that *i(h thembefty 

F 2 
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whom this vile brawle diftnidted 
:tis the S ouldiers life". 



my reputation 



Yet ftirely Cafsio } I bcleeue receiu’d 
From him that fled,(bme ftrange indignity. 

Which patience could not pafte. 

Otb. I know Iago > 

Thy honefty and louedoth mince this matter, 

Making it light to Cafsio : Cafstof loue thee. 

But neucr more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my Gentle loue be not raifdc vp : 

Tic make the c an example. 

Defd. What is the matter ? 

Otb . All’s well now fwceting.* 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe will be your furgeon; leadc him oft ; 
lag *, looke with care about the Towne, 

And filence thofc, 

Come Defdemona:t\$ 

Tohaue t-heir balmy {lumbers wak’d with ftrife, 

Iag^ What arc you hurt Leiuteoant? 

Exit Moore ef demon a *and 
Caf. I,paft all forgery* 
lag. Mary God forbid. 

Caf Reputation, reputation, I ha loft 
I ha ioft the immortal! part fir of my felfe. 

And what rcmaincs is beaftiall,my reputation, 

Arg0,my reputation. 

lag. As I am an honeftman , I thought you had 
bodily wound, there is more offence in that, then in Repuration 
putation is an idle and moft falfe impofition, oft got without merit, r 
and loft without deferuing, You hatic loft no reputation at all? vi> , 
leffe you repute your felfe liich a lofcr 5 what man , there areway c5 | 
to recouer the Generali agen : you are but now caft in his moodc,« ; 
ptmifhmcnt more in policy, then in malice, cuen fo, as onewou . 
bcate his offencelefledog , to affright an imperious Lyon: ue *°j 
him againe,and hecs yours. ^ .§ 

Caf. 1 will rather facto be defpisM, then to deceiue fogcofl ^ 
Commander, with fo light, fo drunken, and indiicrectc an Ofnc^| 
O chou inuifibie fpirk of wine, if thou haft no name to bee kno ' 
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^’fe^vJhat was he, that you followed with your fvVord > 

What had he done to you? 

Caf. 1 know nor. 

C*f. lremcmbc/a maffe of things , but nothing -diftin6«y; a 

auarrell,buc nothing wherefore. O God, that men fliouldpuc an 

enemy in there mouthes, to ftealeaway there brames; that wee 
fhould with icy, Rcuell, plcafure, and applaufc, transforme our 

felues into beaits. , , . 

Ug. Why, but you are now well enough: how came you thus 

recouered? ■ _ . , 

Caf. It hath plcafde the Diucll drunkennefle , to giue place to 

the piuell wrath; one vnpcifedhieffc.flicwci me another, to make 

nicfrankelydefpifcmyfeifc. . 

lag. Come, you are coo fcuerc a morraler; as the time, the place, 
the condition of this Counticy ftands , I could heartily wifii , this 
had not fo befalne;but fincc it is as it is,mcmi 11 , for your own-good. 

Caf ] will aske him for my place againe, hce (hall tell me 1 am a 
drunkard : had I as many n.outhes as Hydra ,fuch an anfwcr would 
hop cni all : to be now a lenftblcroan, by arci by a foolc , and pre- 
fently a bead. Eucry vnordinate cup is vnblclt,and the ingredicnce 
is a diucll. 

lag. Come, come, good wine is a Good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs'd; cxdaime no more againfl it $ and good Leiutenant , I 
thinke you thinke I loue y ou. 

Caf. I haucwellapproou'd itfir, -w-Idrunke? 
lag. You, or any man liuirg may bee drunke at fome time : Tie. 
tell you what you (hall do/-* our Generals wife is now the Gene- 
rali; 1 may fay To in tins rcfpc&,for that he has dcuotcd and giuen vp 
himfclfc to thecoiucinpiation,marke and dcuotcment of her parts 
and graces. Confcfle your felfe freely to her, importune her, fheeil 
helpc to put you in you: place againe : fhe is fo free, fo kind, fo apr, 
fo blcff ed a difpofition, that fhee holds it a vice in her goodnefTe, 
not 10 doc more then fhee is requefted* This braule betweenc 
you and her husband, intreate her to fplinrer, andmyfortunes 
againft any lay, vvotch naming, this crackc of your loue 
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flrall grow Wronger tkcn twa* before, 

Cajfl You aduife me well, 

Jxg. I proteft in the finecrity of lotie and honeft kindnefle. 
Citf. I thinke it freely, and betimes in the mornin^ will I be 
fecch the vertuous Defdemona, to vndertakc for me ; lam defperate* 
of my fortune*, if they chcckc me here. ‘ 

Bag, You arc in the right: 

Good night Leiurenafir,I muft to the watch. 

Caf. Good night honcfl I ago. ^ 

htg. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villaine, 

When this aduicc is free I giue,and honeft, 

Proball tothinking,and indeed the courfe. 

To win the Moore agen ? For tis moft cafie 
The inclining Defdtmotia to fubdue, 

Jn any honed fuite , foe’s fram’d as fruitfully 
As the free Elements : and then for her 
To win the Moore, wer’t to renounce his baptifme s 
All feales and fymbolsof redeemed fin. 

His foulc is f© infetter’d to her Iouc, 

That foe may niake,vnmake,doe what foe lift, 

Eucn as her appetite foaljpiay the god 

With his wcake fundHon: how am I then.a villaine ? 

To counfell Cafsio to this parrallell courfc. 

Direftly to his good diuinity ofhell, 

Whendiuells will their blacked: fins put on. 

They doc fuggeft at firft with hcauealy foewes, , 

As 1 doe how .- for while this honeft foole 

Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, j 

And foe for him,pleadcs ftrongly to the Moore : 

Tie poure this peftilence into his egre , 

That foerepealeshim for her bodyes Info 
And by how much foe ftriucs to doe him goody 
She foall vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her ownc goodneffe roake the net 

That foall enmefo cm all ; £w^Rcdcrigo, 

How now R-tdtrieo ? ° 

M 






'The Moore of Venice! jp 

RtJ. I do follow here In thechafe,not like a hound that hunts, but: 
pne that filles vp the cryrmy money is almoft fpent,I ha bln to night 
exceedingly well cudgdd .• I thinke the iflfuc will be, ! foall hauc to 
• much experience for my paines, a* that comes to, and no money at 
ail.ard with that wit rcturne to Vemo, 
l a?. How poore are they, that ha not patience ? 

What wotmd did euer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit,and not by wichcrafr. 

And wit depends on dilator}' rime. - 

Do’ft not goc well ? Cafsio has beaten thee, 

And thou, by tnat fmall hurt. haft cafoeird Cafsio , 

Tho other things grow tairc again ft h*- fun. 

But fruites that blofoine fir ft will fii ft He ripe. 

Content thy fclfe awhile ; bi’thc mafic- tis morning} 

Plcafute,and a£Hon,tmkc the houres feeme foorts 
Retire thec.goe where thru art bill ted, 

Away I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter t 
Nay get tnee gon. Some things are to be done, 

My wife muft moue for Cafsio to her miftris, 1 
Tic let heron. 

My felfc awhile, to draw the Moore apart, 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio finds, 

Soliciting his wife ; I, that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coldncfic and delay. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Cafllo jwiih Mn/itians and tbs Clowe* 

C*f- 2^4 Afters, play here,! will content your paines, 

Something that’s briefe, and bid good morrow Generali, 
Go, V) by mafters,ha your inftruments bin at Naples, that they 
fpeake i’the r.ofe thus } 

Boy, How fir,how? 

Go, Are thefe 1 pray,cald wind Inftruments ? 

Bey, I marry arc they fir* 

Clo, O, thereby hangs a taylc. 

Bey. '•‘‘ hereby hangs a taylc fit ? 

Go, Marry fir , by many a winde lnftrument that I know ; But 

maifters, 
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matters liecrc’s money tor you, and the Generali fo likes yourmii- 
fique , that free dcfircs you of all loucs , to make no more noyft 
With it. 

Boy, W ell fiiywc will nor. 

Clo. If you haue any mufique that may not bee heard, to't 
sgaine, but as they faay, to hearc mufique , the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy, Weh a- none fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for l’lc away; goc, va. 
nifh away. 

Caf. Doett thou heare my boneft friend? 

Clo. No, I heare not your honett friend, Iheare you. 

Caf, Prcetheekcepe vp thy quillets, there’s a poorc pecceof 
gold for thee: ifthc Gentlewoman that attends the Ccneralswife 
be ftirring,tcll her chere’s one C<r/i/0,entreates her alittlc fauour of 
fpcech — -wilt thou doc this ? 

Clo. She is ttirring.fir,iffhc willttirrc hither,! Hull feeme tone- 
tifievntoher. Enterlzgo. 

Caf. Doc good my friend-: In happy time I ago, 

lag . You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf. Why no, the day. had broke before we parted 
I ha made bold lago , to fend in to your wife*-- my tint etcher, 
Is, that flie will to vertuous Dffdemona, 

Procure me fomc acceflc. 

lag. I’le fend her to you prefently, 

And lie deuife a meane co draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your ccnucrfc and bufinefle. 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf. I humbly thankc you for it : I ncu.cr knew. 

AElorcntine more kindeand honett;. 

Enter Emilia. 

Em, Good morrow good>Leiutenant, I amfeny 
For you r difpleafure,bur all will foone be well. 

The Generali and his wife are talking of ir. 

And (be fpeakes for you ttoucly : the Moore replies,,-. 

That heyou hurt is of great fame in Cypres, 

And great affinity, and that in whoklbme.y, , ifcdome f . 
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He might not but refufe you .• but he protefts he loucs you, 
And needes no other fuitor but his likings. 

To take the fafeft occafion by the front. 

To bring you in a gaine. 

Caf Y et I befeech you. 

If you thinkcfit,or that it may be done, 

Giue me aduant3ge offomc briefe difeourfe 
With Defdemona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you fhallhauetime. 

To fpcake your bofomc freely* 

Exeunt. 



Enter Othello,Tago,W other Gentlemen. 



Oth. Thefe letters giuc lago, to the Pilate, 

And by him, doe my duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking on the workes, 

Rcpairc there to me, 

lag. Well my good Lord, Tie do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemen, (hall we fee t ? 

Gent. We waitc vpon your Lordfhip. 

Exeunt. 

£»/£>■ Dcfdcmona,Caffio <*»<sfEmillia. 

Def. Be thou affur’d good Cafsio , I will doc 
All roy abilities in thy behalfe. 

Em. Good Madam do, I know it gricues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Defd. O that’s an honett fellow: - do not doubt Cafsio , 
But I will haue my Lord and you? gaine, - '■ 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bcur. ious Madame, 

What euer fftall become of Michael Cafsio , 

Hee’s neuer any thing but your true feruant. 

Defd. O fir,I thankeyou,you doelouc my Lord : 

Y ou haue knowne him long, and be you well afliir’d. 

He fhall in ftrangeft,ftand no farther off. 

Then in a politique diftanc*. 

Vx r H r. 
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4.2 ^TbeTr^^op 

Caf I but Lady, 

The pollicy may either Iaftfo long, 

Orfcede vpon fuch nice,and watrifli dier. 

Or breed it felfe, fo out ofcircumftance. 

That I being abfent,and my place fupplied. 

My G encrall will forget my louc and ferui’ce: 

Defd. Doe not doubt that,before Emilia here, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place; affure thee 
Ifl doevow africndfhip.Vlcperforme it 
To the laft Article ; my Lord (hall neuer reft. 

Fie watch him tame, and talkc him out of patience ; 

His bed ftiallfecme a{choo!e,his boord a fhrift. 

Tic intermingle cuery thing he does. 

With Cafsio s fuitc ; therefore be merry Gafsio y 
For thy foilicitcr {hall rather die. 

Then giue thee caufc: away. 

Enter Ochellojlago,**^ Gentlemen, 

Em. Madam,hcrc comes my Lord. 

Caf. Madam,Tletakcmy!eaue. 

E>efd, Why ttay and hearc me fpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now, I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine ownepurpofc, 

Defd. Well, doe yourdiferetion. Exit Caftto, 

Eig. Ha,I like not that. 

Oth. W hat doeft thou fay ? 

lag. Nothing my Lord,or if,I know not what, 

Oth, W as not that Cafsio parted from my wife ? 
lag. Cafsio my Lord ? -- no iurc-,1 cannot diinke it, 
Thar he would fneake away fo guilty-like. 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth. I doe belccue twas he, 

Defd, How now my Lord, 






0 



I haite becne talking with a fuiter here, 

A man that languifhes in your difpieafurcv 
Oth. Who i’ft you mcane ? 

Defd. Why your Leiucenant Cafsio^npod my Lord, 



■ • 



The z5\Toore of V enice. 4-? 

Iflhauc any grace or power to moucyoir. 

His prefent reconfiliation take .• 

for if he be not one that truely loues you. 

That erres in ignorancc,and not in cunning, 

Ihaue no judgement in an honeft face, 

I preethee call him backc. 

1 Oth. Went he hence now? 

Defd. Yes faith,fo humbled. 

That he has left part ofhis griefes with me, 

I fuller with him ; good louc call him backe.- 

Oth. Not now fsveete Defdemona fome other time. 

Defd. But fhaft be fhortly ? 

Oth. The fooncr fweetc for you. 

2 )efd, Shaft be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No,not to night, 

Dtfd. To morrow dinner then? 

Oth. I {hall not dine at home, 

1 mcete the Captaines,at the Cittadell, 

Dtfd, Why then to morrow night, or Tuefday morne. 

On Tucfday morne,or night,or Wenfday morne, 

I preethee name the tinae,but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hee’s peniccnr. 

And yet his trefp aflc,i n our co mmon reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,thc warres muft make examples, 

Outofherbeft) is not almoft a fault, 

Toincurre a priuate checke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule, 

What you could aske me,thatl fhould deny ? 

Or ftand fo muttering on ? What Michael Cafsio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I baue fpokc ofyou difpraifingly, 

Hithtane your parr, to haite fo much to doe 
To bringnim in ? Birlady I could doe muchi 

Oth. Preethee no morc,let him conie when he will, 

I willdeny thee nothing. 

Defd, Why this is noc a boonc, 

Tis as I fhould intreate you weare your gloues : 

G a Oe 
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Or feeds on nourifhingdi(hes,or kecpeyou warme. 

Or fuc to you,to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon : nay,when I haue a fuice. 

Wherein I raeane to touch yourloue indeed. 

It fhallbefull of poife and difficulty. 

And fcarefull to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon I doe btfecch thee grant me this, 

T o leauc me but a little to my iclfc. 

Defd. Shall I deny you ? no, farewell my Lord, 

Oth. Farewell my DefdomonafV lc come to thee ftraigfot. 
Defd. Emillia, come, be it as your fancies teach you. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd.a»d Em, 

Oth. Excellent wrctchjperdition catch my foule. 

But I doe loue thee,and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag . My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay I ago ? 
lag. Did Michael Cafsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your lone > 

Oth, He did from firft to laft : — Why doeft thou aske? 
lag. But for a fatisfa&ion of my thoughts. 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why of thy thought I ago ? 
lag. I did not tbinke he had beene acquainted With her. 
Oth. O yes,and went betwecnc vs very often. • 
lag. Indeed ? 

Oth. Indeed t Indccd^difern’ft thou ought in that? 

Is he not honeft? 

lag. Honeftmy Lord? Oth. Honeft? I honeft, 
lag. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. W Hat doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord ? By heauen heecchoesme. 

As if there w r cre fome monfter in his thought: 

Too hideous to be fliewne : thou didft meane fomething} 
1 heard thee fay bucnow,thoulik’ft}noc that. 



cmcc; 
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When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

An d when I told thee, he was of my counfell. 

In my whole courfe ofwooir,g,thou endft indeed . 

And didft contraband purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft (hut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible counfell : if thou doeft loue me, 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jag. My Lord, you know 1 loue you. 

Oth. I thinke thou doeft, 

And for 1 know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weigheft thy words,before thou giue em breath. 
Therefore thefc flops of thine affright me .the more : 

For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome; but in a man that’s iuft, 

They are elefe denotements, working from the heart*. 
That poffion cannot rule. 

lag. For Michael Cafsio, 

Idare pro fume, I thinke that he is honeft, 

Oth. I thinke fo to. . , 

lag. Men fkould be chat they feeme. 

Or thofc that be not, would they might feeme none. 

Oth. Certaine,men flrould be what they feeme, 
lag. Why then I' thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 

Oth, Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preethee fpeake to me to thy thinkings : 

As thou doeft ruminate,and giue the worftofthought. 
The worft of word. , 
lag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to eucry a& of duty, 

1 am not bound to that oil flaues are free to, 

Vttcr my thoughts ? Why, fay they arc vile and falfct 
As where’s that pallace,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaftfopure. 

But lomevndcanely apprehenfions, 

Kcepc leetes and law-dayes,and in Seffion fit 
With meditations lawfull ? ' 

Oth, Thou doeft confpirc againft thy friend/^, 
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If thou but thinkcft him wrongd,and makcfthis eare 
A Granger to thy thoughts. 

lag. Idoebefcechyou, 

Though I perchance am vicious in mygheffc, 

As 1 confcffe it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufcs,and oft my icaloufie 
Shapes faults that are not,! intrcatcyou then. 

From one that to imperfe&ly conie&s. 

You’d take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble. 

Out of my fcattering,and vnlure obferuancc; 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood,honctty,or wiledome. 

To let you knew my thoughts, 

Oth. Zouns. 

lag. Good name in man and woman’s deere my Lord} 
Is the immedratelewell ofourfoules : 

''Vho ft calcs my purfe, Reals trafh,tis fornething,nothing, 
T was mine,tis his, and has bin ftaue to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs roc ofthar, which not inriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 1 

Oth. By heauen ITc know thy thought. 
lag. Y ou cannot,if my hearc were in your hand. 

Nor fhallnot,whilft tis in my cuftody : 

O beware icaloufie. 

It is the greene cyd monfter, which doth rnocke 
That me ate it fecdcs on. ThatCuckold hues in bliflc. 
Who certaincofhisfate,loucs not bis wronger: 

But oh, what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotes,yet doubts, fufpe&s,yetftr 6 nglylcucs, 

Oth. O mifery. 

lag. Poore and content Js rich,and rich enough, 
Blanches, fine! die, is as poorc as winter. 

To him that euer fearcs he fhall be poore : 

Good God,thc foulcs of all my tribe defend 
From icaloufie, 

Oth. Why, why is this ? 



ThinkS 



Tliinkft tbcu Pdc make a life of icaloufie ? 

To follow flill the changes of theMoone 
Withfrefh fufpitior.s ? No,to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolud rtxchaoge me for aGoate, 

When 1 (ball turne the bufiiieffe of my foule 
Tofuch exufflicate,andblowne furmifes, • 

Matching thy inference : tis not to make me iealous. 

To fay my wife is fairc, fecdcs well,k>ues company, 
Isfree of fpeech,fings,playes, and dances well; 

Where vertue is,thefe are more vertuous : 

Nor from mine owne weake merrits will I draw 
The (inalleft fcare, or doubt of her rcuolt. 

For /he had eies,and chofe me mo lago. 

Tie fee before I doubt, when I doubt, proue. 

And on the proofe, there is no more but this : 

Away at once wich loue or icaloufie. 

lag. I am glad ®f ic,for now I fhall haue reafon ? 

To fhew the loue and duty that I beare you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Recciuc it from me .T fpcake not yet of proofe, 

Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafiio ; 
Weare your eie thus, not iealous, nor fecure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature, 
Outofielfc-bounty be abus’d, looke to’c: 

Iknow ourCountrey difpofition well. 

In V '.met they doe let God fee the prankes 
They dare fhew their husbands : their beft confidence, 

Is not to leaue vndone,but keepe vnknownc. 

Oth, Doeft thou fay fo A 

lag. She did dccciue her father marrying you ; 

And when flic feem’d to fhake and feareyour lookes. 

She loa d them moll. Oth. Andfo Hie did. 

Why go too then , 

S .e that fo young ,coulti giue out fuch a feeming, 
o lealc her fathers eyes vp,clofe as Oake, 
e thought twas witchcraft ; but I am much too blame, 
humbly doe bcfeecb you of your pardon, 
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For too mticli louing you. 

Oth, I am bound to thee for cuer, 

lag, I fee this hath a little dafht yotfr fpirits, 

Oth. Notaict,notaiot. 
lag. Ifauhlfeareit has. 

I hope you will confidcr what is fpoke. 

Comes from my Joue : But I doe fee you are moon'd, 

I am to pray you, not to ftraihe myfpeech,'' 

To grofer i|Tucs,nor to larger reach. 

Then tofuipition, 

Oth, Twill not. 

lag. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My ipeech (hould fall into fiich vilcfuccefle. 

As my thoughts airae not at Cafiio’s my crufiy friend: 
My Lord.I leeyou are-moou’d. 

Oth. No,notmuch moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but Defdemona’s honeft. ' i \ ‘ 

lag. Lon g liue fhe fo, and loilg liue you to thinke, fo. 
Oth. And yet how nature citing from it felfe. 
lag. I, there’s the point; asco be bold with you, 

Not to afifedi many proofed matches. 

Of her owneClime,complcxion,and degree, 1 ' 
Whereto wc fee in all tbirtgjs, nature tends j 
Fie we may fmell in fucha will,moft rankc 
Foule dilproportion *. thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

Dcftin&ly fpeake of her, t ho I may feare 

Her will recoyling to her better judgement, i- 

May fall ro match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily rcpe'rit* . ‘ 

Oth. Fate well, if more . -do.j 

Thou doefi percciue,let me know more, fet on 
Thy wife toobferue ; leaue me lago. 
lag. My Lord ltakewiy leaue. 

Oth. Why did 1 marry ? This honeft creature doubtldfe 
Secs and knowes more, much more then he vnfoulds. 

My l.ord,I would Imighc intreate your honour. 



rrasm l&SBES&P 



The Moore efV enice. qp 









lag. To fcau this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

Tho it be fir, that haue his place,. 

For fure he fills it vp with great ability : . 

Yet if you plesfe to hold him offawhilc. 

You (ball by that perceiuehim and bis mcanes; 

Mote ifyourLady ftrainehcr enter tainement. 

With any firong or vehement importunity. 

Much will be feene in that,in the meane time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feares. 

As worthy caufe 1 baue,to feare I am ; 

And hold her free, I doe befeech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernement. 

lag. I once mete take my leaue. Exit 

Oth. Thisfcllowe’s ofexceeding honefty. 

And knowes all qualicics,with a learned fpiric 
Of humaine dealing: it I doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her lefiics were my deare heart firings, 

Tde whiffle her off,and let her downe the Wind, 

To prey'at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofefoft parts of conuetfation. 

That Chambe rets haue,or for 1 am dedindj 
Into the valt of yeares; yet that’s not much, 

Shee’s gone, I am abus’d, and my relcife 
Muft be to lothe her : O curfe of marriage. 

That we can call thefc delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites ; I had rather be a Toade, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

Thcnkcepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

Forothersvfes : yet tisthcplague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d arc they leficthen the bale, 

Tis defteny,vnfi*'unnable,iike death : 

Eucn then this forked plague is fated to vs. 

When we doc quicken ‘.Defdetxwa comes, 

Iffhe be f lfe.O then heauen mocks it felfe , 

Me not bcleeue it. 

Enter Defdemopi and Emillia. , : r 

P e fd. How now my dearc Othello > 
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Your dinner, and the generous Ilander 
By you inuitedjdoe attend your prefence, 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Def, Why iayour f’peech fo faint ? are you not well? 
Oth. I haue a paine vponmy forehead,here. 

Def. Faith that’s with watching.t’ will away againc; , 
Let me but bind your head, within this hourc 
It wSl be well againe. ■' - - 

Oth. Your napkin is too little t 

Let it alone.comel’Iegee inwich you; 

Def. \ ?m very forty that you arc not well. 

Em. I am glad I haue found this napkin, Ex.Oth.Atid 
This was her hrft remembrance from the Moore, Defd. 
My wayward husband .hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to fteale it, bur flic fo loues the token. 

For he coniur’d hcr.fhc (hould cucr keepc it, 

Th t {be relerues it euer more about her, 

Tokiffe.and talke to ; Tic ha the worke taineout. 

And giu’c lags • what hee'll doe with if*. 

Hcauen knowes,not I, Enter Iago» 

I nothing know, but tor hisfantafie. 

Ja%. How now, what doe you here alone? 

Em. Coe not you chide, I haue a thing for you, 

Jag. A thing for mentis a common thing; 

£«#, Ha? 

Jig. To h aue a foolifh thing. 

Em. 0,1 s that all? what will you ginc me now*. 

For that fame handkercher? 
fa?. What handkercher?- 
Em, What handkercher? 

Why chat the Moore firft gaue to Dtfdettmta^ 

That which fo often you didbidmc rtcale,. 

I A<r. Ha’rt lrole it from her ? 

Em. 1 SI 0 faith, flic let it drop by negligence,. 

And to the aduantage,I being hcre,took’t vp ? 
liooke here it h., 

Ltg, ^good wcach ? giucic me.. 




Uirn 



;rr*v 



'pk 



£m. What will you doc with ic p that you haue bi» 

So carneft to haue me filch ic ? 
lag. Why,what\ that to you ? 

Em. If it be not for forae purpofe ofimport, 

Giuemec’c againe,pooreLady,(necll run mad* 

When fhc fliall lacke it* 

lag. Be not you knownc on*c,I haue vfc for it : — go leaue me ; 

I will in Cafsios Lodging lofc this napkin* Em Em. 

And let him findc ic : trifles light as ayre* 

Arc to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 
As proofes of holy writ,this may doc fomething, 

Dangerous conceits are in thpir natures poiions. 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diflaft. 

But with a little art/f pon the blood , Ent. O thclio r 

Burne like the mindcs offulphurc ; I did fay fo : 
iooke w here he comc$,not Poppy/iorMandragofa, 

Nor all the droufic firropsof the world* 

Shall euer medicine thee to that fweetc fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yeft rrday. 

Oth . Ha,ha,falfc to me, to me ? 

lag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Oth Auant,bc gonc,thou haft fet me pnthe racke* 

3 fwearc,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know a little. 
lag . How now my Lord ? 

Oth . What fenfe had I of her ftolne hourcs of luft : 

I faw't not, thought ic not,it harm’d not me, 

Iflept the next night -well, was free, and merry; 

I found not Cafsio's kifles on her lips. 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know 1 *r, and hce's not rob’d at all. 
lag. I am forry to hearcthis. 

Oth. I hid bin happy if the generallCampc, 

Pyoners,and a!l,had tailed her fwccte body. 

So 1 had nothing knowne.* O now for euer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farevvcU content : 

Farewell the plunged traopc, and the big warres s 

H z That 
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That makes amb tion vertuc : O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Stecd,and the fliri 1 Trumpe,, 
The fpirit-flirringDr umme,the eare-peircing Fife; 

The royall Banncr,and all quality. 

Pride, pompc, aid circumftance of glorious warre« 

And O yc mortall Bngines,whofe wide throates. 

The immortall Ioues great clamor counterfeit;. 

Farewell, Othe/lo’s Occupation’s gone#: 
lag. I ft podiblcmy Lord-? 

Oth. VillainCjbe lure thou prone my Loue a whore. 
Be lure ofit,giue metheoculerpioofe. 

Or by the worth of mans etemall foulc-, 

Thou hadft bin be.terhaue beene borne a dog, 

Then anfwer my wak’d wrath, 
lag. I ft come to this ? 

Oth. Make me to fee't,or at the leaft fb prone ir, . 
That the probation, bcare nohinge,norloope. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vpou thy life. 

Jag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doeft (lander her, and torture mif 3 
Ncuer pray more,abandon all remorce# 

On horrors head,horrors accumilate 

Do deeds, to make heauen weepc, all earth amaz’d. 

For nothing canft thou to damnation ad greater then th 
lag . O grace, O heauen defend me. 

Are you a man,hauc you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you, take mine office, -• O wretched foole, . 
That liueft to make thine honefty a vice, 

0 monftrous world,take no;e,take note,0 world, 

To be diredt and hcneft,is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit,and from hence. 

Tie loue no friend,fiace loue brecdesfuch offence*. 

Oth . Nay ftay,thou fhouldft ‘be honeftv 
lag. I fhould be wile,for honeftie’s afookp 
And loofes that it workes for : 

I fee fir,you are eaten vp withpaffioft, 

I doe repent m« that I put ic to y ou. 







You would be (atisffed, 

Oth . Woul4 5 nay,I wilk 

lag. And may,but how,how fatisfied my Lord ? 
Would you, the fuperuifo v gr.offely gnpe on. 

Behold her rope ? 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 

Jag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring em to that profpc<ft,damem then, 

Ifeuer mortall eyes did fee them botilfter 
More then their ownc; what then, how then ? 

What (hail I fay ?. where’s fatisfa#ion ? 

Itisimpoffible you fhould fee this# 

Were they as prime as Goatcs*as hot as Monkies, 

As fait as \\ olues,jn pride; and fooles as grofle. 

As ignorance made drunke .• But yet I fay. 

If imputation and ftrong circumftanees,. 

Which leade dire&ly.to the doore oftruth, 

Will giuc you fatisfa6lion,you may ha't. 

Oth. Giue me a liuing reafoo,that dice's difliyal!. 
lag. I doe not like the office. 

But full I am enter’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’t by foolidi honefty and loue, 

I will goc on :T lay with Cafsio lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, I could not fleep;. 
There are a kinde of men fo loofe of foule. 

That in their (leepes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kinde is Cafsio : 

Ip flcepe I heard him fay.Swcete Defdemona, 

Let vs be merry, let vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir,would he gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry out/weete creature,and then kiffe me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my.lips,then layed his ]co 

Ouer my thigh, and fighVUdkiffed,and?ben ' 

^ned, curled fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. . 
utb. O Monftrous,monftrous« 

**&• ^ a y>this was but his.dreame. 

H 
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Otb, But this dcuoted a fore-gone conclufion, 

Jag. Tis a flrrewd doubt.tho it be but a dreame, 

And this may hclpe to chicken other proofes, 

That dos dernonftrate thinly* 

Otb. l’le teare her all to pecces. 

lag. Nay, but be wife, yet we fee nothing done. 

She may be honeft yet, tell me but this, 

Haue you not fometimes fccne a h-andkercher. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand. 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firff gift. 
lag. Iknownot that,butfuch ahandkcrchcr, 

I am lure ic was your wines,didl to day 
See Cafslo wipe his beard with. 

Otb. Iftbcthat. 

lag. Ifitbe that, or any, it was hers. 

It fpcakes againft her, with the ocher proofes. 

Otb. O that the flauc had forty chcufand hues, 

One is too poore, too weake for my reuengc : 

Now doc I fee tis time,looke here /ago, 

All my fond loue,thus doe I blow to heauen,-- tisgone. 
Arife blackevengeancc,from thy hollow Cell, 

Yecld vp O louc thy crowne,and harted Throne, 

To tirranous hatc,fwell bofome with thy fraught. 

For tis of Afpccks tongues. 

lag. Pray be content. ktknetus. 

Otb. O blood, /tfftfjblood. 

Jag. Patience I lay, your mind perhaps may change, 
Oth. Neuer: 

In the due reuerence of a facred vow, 

I here ingage my words, 
lag. D oc not rife yet : 

Witncffe you euer-bumiog lights about, 

You Elements that clip Vs round about, 

Whneffe that here, /^tf doth giue vp 

The excellency of his witjhawd,neartj 
few; on p.’d Othello's fet uice s lec-him command. 

,V-d to obey s fho.!l be remorce, 




It-SokgteUs. 



VVhat bloody woike fo euer. 

Otb. 1 greet? thy loue t 

J^ot with vaincthankcsjbut with acceptance bouateous, 

And will vpon the inftam put thcc to’t, 

VVithin thefe three daye*, let me heare thee fay. 

That Caff if s not aliue, 

Jag. My friend is dead : 

Tis done as you rcqueft,but let her liue. 

Oth, Dam her lewd minks •. O dam her, 

Come,goc with me apart, I will withdraw. 

To furnilh me with fonie fwift meanes ol death,. 

For the faire diucll : how artthoumy Leiutenant, 
lag. I am your owne for euer. 

Exeunt, 

E#ferD«fc!emonia Emilia andthe Clwene. 

Dtf. Do you know firra.where the Leiutenant Caftio lies ? 

Clo. I dare not fay he liesaoy where. 

Def. Why man? 

Hais aSou!dier,and foronetofayaSouldicr!le$,is ftabbing. 
Def. Go to, where lodges he ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ,and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies t here,were to lie in my throat e. 

Defd. Can you inquire h;m oar, and be edified by report ?. 

Clo, I will cathechiae the worldfor him, that is, make queftions 
And by them anfwcr. 

Defd, Secke him,bid him come hither, tell himl haue moued my 
Lord in his beha!fe,anct hope all will be well. 

Clo, Todoe this is within the compaffe ofamau, and therefore^. 
He attempt the doing of it. Exit. 

Dtfd. V Vhcre ffiould I loofc that handkercher Emillia ? 

Em. I know not Madam, 
f ® t ^ cei,c me, I had rather loofe my purfe 

ruU of Ctufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Istrue ofminde,and mad? ofnofuch bafenefle. 

As sealous creatures are,ic werc.enou°h « 

Toput him toil! thinking.. ° 

S^Ishenotie-alous; 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22304) LONDON, 1600 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k-33) OdaVO 








The Tragedy ^/'Othello 



io : l 

# 



Defd. Who he? I thinkc the Sub where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

Em. Lookewhcrehecoir.es, 

Def. I will not leaue him now, 
l.c t Cofsio be cald-co him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oils, Well my good Lady : OhardneflcrtodiflVmble: 
How doc you Defaomma ? , , * . 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Otb. G iue me your hand, thisliand is moift my Lady. 

Def. I c yet has felt no age, nor knowne nofofroW. 

Oth. This argues fruitful neffe and lib era li hca^r^ 

Not ko: and moitt,rhisHand : cifymirstequircs : : ' 

A fequetter frqrn liberty : farting andpraying, u G ' 

M uch cartdgatior,, exercife deuout ; 
Forhjrcr^’sayoungifei^lWh^vcB here, :r . ; v 
That commonly rebels '? tis a - good hand- . f :f f} . 

A franke one. 

Def. You may indeed fay fq« ' •%. 

or twas that hand chatg^ueaway tisy heart. 

Oth, Aliberall hand,thc hearts of old gane-hands, : 

■But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot fpeakc of this,come s come,your piomiie. 

Qjh. What prchVifc chdcke ? ' ! . 

Def. T hauc lent to bid Cafsio come fpeakc with you. 

Oth. I haue. a fait and fullen rhumc o deads me ( 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def. Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gauc you. 

Def. 1 haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

Def. No faith my Lord. 

i i- l 

Did an 

She wasav. : 

The thoughts of people; (lie Void her whjfle’flje kept It f 
T'wpuld make her amiabic,and fubdue rnyfathef 



enicc. 



.rat 



17 



Jntirely. to her loue : But if (lie (oft it. 



Qfi Oil ' 



Oi 



Intirely to her loue : But if (lie loft it. 

Or made a gift of it.’ my fathers eye 

Should hold her lothely,and his fpints Ihould hunt 
After new fancies: (he dying, gauc it me, 

And bid me when my fate would haue nae wiue, 

To giue it her ; I did fo,and take heede on r. 

Make it a darling, like your pretious eye. 

To loofc.or giue’t away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing clfc could match. 

Defd. l'ft peflible? 

Oth. Tis truc,t here’s magicke in the web of rt, 

A Sybell that had numbred in the world, 

The Sun to make two hundred comp afles. 

In her prophetique fury ,fowed the worke ; 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed thefilke. 

And it was died inMummy,witb the skftfull 
Conferues of maidens hearts. 

Def. Ifaith i’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritable, therefore looke to* t well. 

Def. Then would to God, that I had neucr fecne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftaitingly and raftily. 

Oth. l’ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpcake,i$ ir out o’t he Way ? 

Def. Heauen blcfle vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft,but what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft. 

Oth, Fetch c,let me fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can fir, but I will not now. 

This is a trickc.to put me from nay fuite, 

I pray let Cafstofot receiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkercbcr,my mind mifgiues. 

Def. Conic, comc,you’ll neuer meetc a snore fufficicnt mast. 
Oth, The handkercher. 

Def. I pray talkc me of Cafiie, 

Oth . The handkercher. 



Def, 



fjj 
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Def. A man that all his time. 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue, 

Shard d an gers With you. 

Otb. Thehandkercher. 

Def Ifaith you are too blame. 

Otb . Zouns. Exit. 

Em. Is not this man iealous ? 

Def. I ne’re faw this before ! 

Sure there s fome wonder in this handkercher, 
lam tnoft vnhappy in the iofTe. 

Enter Iago atidCslfio. 

Em. Tis net a ycere or two fhewes vs a man, 

They are all but ftomacks,and we all but foode ; 

They eate vs hungeriy,and when they are full, 

They belch vs; lookeyou,C4/w-and my husband; 

There is no other way, tis (lie muft doe it, 

And loe the happineflc,goe,and importune her. 

Def. How now good Cafsto 3 what’s the news with you ? 

Caf Madam, my former fuitc : I doe befecch you. 
That by your vcrcuousnrieancs,I mayagainc 
Exi(l,aud be a member of his loue. 

Whom I.with all the duty of my heart, 

Intirely honour,! would no: be delayed : 

If my offence be of luch mortal! kind. 

That neither fernice part, nor prcfent forrowes. 

Nor purpos’d merrit, m futurity 
Can ranfome me,into his loue againe 
But to know fo,muft be my benefit. 

So (ball I cloth me in a forc’d content, 

And fhootc my felfe vp in fome other courfc, 

To fortunes almes. 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Cafsto, 

My aduocation is not now in tune; 

My Lord is not my Lord,nor fhould l know bim. 

Were he in fauour,as in humor altred. 

So helpe me,euery fpirit fan&ified, 

A«, I haue (poken for you a al| my heft. 







And Rood within the bhnke of his difpleafure. 

For my free fpeech : you muff a while be patient, 

W’hat I can doe I wil!,apd more I will 
Then for my felfe I dare,lct that fuffice you. 

lag. Ismy Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now. 

And certaineiy in ftrange vnquietnefle. 

lag. Can he be angry? I hate feene the Camion, 
When it hath blow ne his rankes into the ay re ; 

And (like the Diuell) from his very atme, 

Puft his ownc brother, and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then s I will goe mcete him. 
There* s matter in t indeed, if he be angry. 

Defd. I preethcc do fo : fomething fure of State, 
Either from Venice, ox fome vnhatcht practice. 

Made demonff rable here in Cyfret to him, 

Hath pudled his deere fpiriqand in fuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior thiugs, 

Tho great ones are the obie< 5 t, 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake, 

And it endue? our other heathfuli members, 

Eucn to that fence of paine 5 nay, we muft chinke. 

Men arc not gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : bclhrew me much Emilia, 

I was (ynhandfome,wamor as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindenffe with my foule; 

But now I finde.l had fubbornd the witneffe, 

And hee’s indited Falfly. 

Em, Pray heauen it be State matters,as you thinke. 
And no conception, nor no icalous toy 
Concerning you. 

Defd. Alas the day,I neuer gaue him came. 

Em But iealous foules will not be anfwcred fo. 
They are not euer iealous for the caufe. 

But ieaious for they are iealous s tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 
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Defd. Hesuen kecpe that monfter from Othello's mind. 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def. I will goe feeke KmfiafjirynWc here about. 

If I doc finde him fic.I’le mouc your luite, Evmnt Def& 
And feeke to effeft it to my vttermoft. andEmilha, 

Caf. I humbly thankc your Ladiflbip. 

Stan. SaucyoufriendC4/r/#. Enter Bianca. 

Caf. What make you from home? 

How is it with you my moft faire Bianca ? 

Ifaith fweete loud was comming to your houfe. 

Butn. And I was going to your Lodging Cafsio ; 
Whar,ktepe a weeke away ? feuen daics and nights, 
Eightfcore eight houres, and louers abfent hourcs. 

More tedious then the diall,eightfcore times. 



No weary reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with laden thoughts bin preft. 

But I (ball in a more conucnient time. 

Strike off this fcorc of a.bfence : fweete Bianca, 
Take me this worke out, 

Bian. Oh Cafsio , whence crime this ? 

This is l’orr.c token from a newer friend. 

To the felt abfence,novvI fecle a caule, 

Ift come to this ? 

Caf. Go to woman. 

Throw your vile gheffes in the diuclls teeth. 

From whence you haue them, you are icalous now. 
That this is from fome miftriffe,Come remembrance. 
No by my faith Bianca , 

Bian. W hy who’s is it ? 

Caf. I know not fweete, I found it in my chamber. 
I like the worke weil,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will,l’de haue it coppied. 

Take it,and do't.and leauc me for this time, 

Bian. Lcaue you,wherefore ? 

Caf. I doc attend here on the Generali, 

And think c it no addition,nor my with. 
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I pray you bring me on the way ahitle, 
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Exemt. 



Enter Iago awdOtbello, 

lag. V- ill you thinke fo ? 

Oth. Thinke fo lag*. 

lag. What, to kifle in ptiuate > 

Otb. An vnauchoriz’d kiffe, , 

Jag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre, or more,not meaning any harme. 

Oth. Naked abed Iago y and not nseane harme ? 

It is hypocrifie agatnft the diuell : 

They thatmeane vettuoufly ,and yet doe fo. 

The diuell their vertuc tempts, and they tempt hcauee! 

lag. So they doe roc hing,tis a vcniall flip ; 

But it I giue my wife a handkerchcr, 

Oth. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my L®rd,and being hers. 
She may,l thinke,beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is prote&res of her honour to. 

May flie giue that? > 

lag. Her honour is an effen ce that s not feene. 

They haue it very oft,tbat haue it not.* 

But for the handkercher. 

Oth. By heauen,l Would moft gladly haue for got it % 
Thou faidft (O it comes o’re my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’rc the infe&ed houfe, 

l 5 
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Boding to all.) He had my hankerchcr. 

**£• I.wnatof that? 

Oth. That’s not (o "ood now* 

Jag. What if I had faid I had feene him do you wro na > 

Or heard him fay (asknaues be fueh abroad) ' S? 

v\ ho leaumg by their ownc importunate fuite. 

Or by the voluntary dotage of fomc miftris 
Conuincedjoritipplied them,cannotchu{e. 

But they mull blab. 

Oth, Hath he (aid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, but beyou Well allur'd. 

No more then hee'l vnfweare, 

Oth. What hath he layd ? 

chac h e — I know not what he did 
Oth. But what? lag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

/<*£. With her,on her, what you wi 11. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her ? We fay lie on her, when they My 
Jer; ye with her,Z. 0 UHs, that's /ulfome,handkerchers,Confeflion, 

if, Z $i i ' . ' ' HefsMm, 

lag. Worke on my medicine, worke ; thus credulous fooies arc 
caught,and many worthy and ch.fte dames, cuen thus all suiltlefe 
meetc reproach ; What ho my Lordly Lord I fay ,OtheL -how 
bowC^w EnterC affio. 

Caf. What s the matter ? 

Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This is his iecond fit ,he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples* 

lag. No,fbrbeare, 

The Lcthergie,muft hauchis c*uict courfc, 

If not he foames at mouth,and by and by 
Brc-akes our to Outage madnetfe: iooke he ftirres.- 
Doe you withdraw your feife a little while, 

Be will recouer ftraight,when he is gone, 

I would on great occafion fpeake with you. 

How is it Generali, hauc you not hurt your head ? 

Oth. Doeft thou mocke me ? 



en ice. 

Jar. Imockeyou? nobyH'eauen, 

Would you would beareyour fortunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a monfter,and a beatt. 

/,j<r. Thercs many a beaft then in a populous City , 
And many a ciuill montier. 

Oth. Did he confefle ? 

Jar. Good fir be a man, 

ThudKe cuery bearded fellow, that s but yoak d. 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue. 

That nightly lyes in thofc vnproper beds, 

Wh ch they dare fwcare peculiar ■ your cafe is better s 
Otis the fpicc of hell, the fiends arch mccke, 

Tohp a wanton in afccurc Coach, 

And tofuppofe her chafte: No.let me know, 

And knowing what 1 am,I know what Ibe ftiall bc% 
Oth. O thou art wife,tis certaine. 

Jag. Stand you awhile apart, 

Confine your fclfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here ere while, mad with your griefe>, 
A paflion mofl vnfuting fueh a man, 

Gafsiec ame hither,! drifted him away. 

And layed good fcufe,vpon your extacy. 

Bid him anon rctire,and here fpeake with me. 

The which he proroifde : butincaue your feife. 

And marke the Ieeres,the lines, and notable fcorncs, . 
That dwell in eucry region of hi* face ; 

For 1 will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, how,how oft,how long agoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay,but marke his ieafture,maty patience, . 

Or 1 (ball fay, you arc allin all,infpleene. 

And liothing of a man. 

Oth. Doeft thou heare lago, 

I will be found moftjeunning in my patience-; 

But doeft thouheare,moft bloody. 

Jag. That’s not amide : 

But yet keepe time in all ; will you withdraw- ?' 

I 4- 
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Now will I queftion Cafsio of Biotic*-, 

A hufwifc that by felling her defires, 

Buys her fclfe bread and cloathes r it is a Creature, 

That dotes on Cafsio : as tis the (trumpets plao UC * 

To beguile many, and be beguild by one, Sw.Caffio; 

He,when he heares ofher, cannot rcfrainc 
From the excefle oflaughter : here he comes : 

Ashe fioall fmi lejOthello (hall goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh iealoufie muff confter 
Poore Cafsio V fmiles,geftures,and light behauiour, 

Quite in the wrong.* How doe you now Lciutcnant? 

Caf The vvorfer,'. hat you giue me the addition. 

Whole want eucn kills me. 

/ ag. Ply Defdetnom well,and you are fure on“c „ 

Now if this fuite lay in Biancas power. 

How quickly Haould you fpeed. 

Caf. Alas poore Catiue. 

Oth . Looke how he laughes already. 
lag. I ncuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue,! thinke ifaith (he loUes me. 

Oth. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 
lag. Doc you hearc Cafsio ? 

Oth. Now he importunes him to tell it on, 

Goe to, well laid. 

lag. She giues it out that you (hall marry her. 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Doe you triumph Roman,doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her? I prethee beare fomc charity to my wit. 

Doc not thinke it fo vivwholefome *. ha,ba*ha. 

Oth. So,fo,fo,fo,taugh that wins. 

lag. F aith the cry goes, you {hall marry her, 

Caf. Preethee fay true. 
lag. 1 am a very villains clfc, 

Oth. Hayouftor’dmewcll. 

Caf. This is the monkies own gitringouqflie is perfwadedl wi 

rnarry bcr,©ut ofher owne loue and flattery, npt out of my prornik. 

Qwt 
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Oth. /^beckons me,now he begins theftory . 

Caf. She was heere eucn now, fliec haunts mein cuery place, I 
was cot’ncr day, talking on the fea banke,with certaine V tnetians,md 
thither comes this bauble, by this hand ihe fals thus about my neck. 

Oth. Crying, O deare Cafsio g&s it were : his iefture imports it. 

Caf. So hangs,and lolls, and weepes vpoa me; fo hales,and puls 
me,ha,ha,ha. 

Oth. Now he tells how fhepluekt him to my Chamber, , 

I fee thatnofe of yours, but not that dog I (hallthrow’t to. 

Caf Weii,IroufVIeaueher company. Enter Bianca, 

lag. Before me, looke where fhc comes, 

Tis fuch another ficho; marry a perfum’d one, what doe you meanc 
by this hanting of me. 

Bian. Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you rneane 
by that fame handkercher, you gauemceeuen now? I was a fine 
foole to take it; I muff take out the whole worke,a likely pcece of 
work£ , that you fhould find it in your chamber, and not know who 
left it there : this is fome minxes token , and I mull take out the 
worke; there, giue it the hobby horfe, wherefoeuer you had it , Tie 
take out no worke on’e. 

Caf How now my fweete Biancajaoyv now,how now ? 

Oth. By hcauenthat fhould be my handkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not,come when you are next prepar’d for. Exit. 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf Faith I mu ft, (lice’ll raile i’the ftreete cHc. 

lag. Will you fup there ? 

Caf Faith I intend fo. 

vt'nb^' 1Tla y c ^ ancc £o f fic you, for I would yery faine fpeake 

Oaf. Precthee come,will you ? 

to, fay no more. Exit Caffio. 

vth. how (hall I murder him l ago ? 

lag. Did you percciue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O l ago, 

lag. And did you fee the handkercher? 

Oth. Was that mine? 




. 4 . 



\m 



K 



lag. 



DO THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.33) OdaVO 




The Tragedy of Othello 

Oth. I would hauc him nine yearcs a killing; a fin* woman, a f a i r{ 
woman,afwecte woman. 

Jag. Nay you muft forget. 

Oth, And lecher rot and pcrifli , and bedarob’d to night, ford* 
fliall not liue •• no, my heart is i urn d to ftone; l ftrike it, and it hunt 
my hand : O the world has not a fweeter creature, flic might lie by 
an Empcrouts fide, and command him taskes. 

Jag. Nay that’s not your way. 

Oth, Han° her, I doc but lay what (lie is ; So delicate with b« 
needle, an admirable mufition , O (bee wilt ling the fauageneffs 
\ out of a Beare ; of lb hye and plcntious wit and imitation. 

Jar. Shee’s the worle for all. this. 

Oth. A thoufand thoufand times : and then of fo gentle a con. 
dition. 

lag. T.too gentle. . 

Oth. I that’s certaine,but yet the patty of at Iage, thepittv. 
la. Ifyou be fo fond oucr her iniquity ,giue her patent to^Mtcud, 
for if it touches not you, it comes necre no body. 

Oth. I will chop her into rneffes — cuckold me . 
lag. O tis foule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 

ofb. (Icmdiome poifon Iago, this night lie nor 
with her,lcft her body and beauty vnprouidc my mtnde a 3 ui , 

mZ Ug. 4 Doe it not with poifon , ftranglc her in her bed , coca i« 

bed Ihehath contaminated. , 

Oth. Good,good,the iuftice of it plcafes very good. 

Jar And forC4/ji*jl« me bee his vndertaker : you (hal 
more py midnight. ATetempet. 

£r,w Lodouico,Defdcmona,<*»d Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame? 

I at. Something from J'ww fure.tis Ledowco, 

,0W ft cm the D ukc a asd f« yo»s wife as with 1 iff. ^ 




"he Moore of Venice. 

ltd. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth, With all my heart fir. 

Ltd. The Duke and Senators o f Pettier greete you. 

Oth. 1 kifle the inlh ument of their pleafures. 

Oef. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodouko ? 
lag. 1 am very glad to fee you Seignior: — welcome to 
Led. 1 thanke you, how does Leiutcnant Cafsie ? 
lag. Liucsfir. 

Def. Coufen, there’s falne betweene him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach,but you (ball make all well. 

Oth. Arc you lure of that? 

Otf. My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe.as you will. — 

Led. He did not call.hcc s bufie in the paper : 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord and Cafsio ? 

L>ef A moft vnhappy one,I would doe much 
To attone thcn»,for the lone I beare to Cafsio, 

Oth. Fire and Brimflone. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Arc you wife? 

De/d. What, is he angry ? 

Led, May be the letter mou'd him; 

For as I thinke.they doe command him home, 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouemement. 

Defd. By my troth,l am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Oef. My Lord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fwectc OtbeUe ? 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def. I hauc not dcleru’d this; 

Thr, i fii not ke bclceu’d in Fenice, 

Malik d fw j c ‘? 1 faw>t ! very much. 

Make her amends,(he weepes. 

Tf u ’ ® t)iue]I,DiueU, 

Eachl t lT , ri, COUld u* me with Wom cnstearei 
ct) dro P “W falls,would prow a Crocadilc : 

K % 
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Out of my fight. 

pef. I will not ftay to offend you, 

Lod. Trudy atr obedient Lady : 

I doc befcech your Lordlhip, call her backe. 

Otb. Mifirifle. 

Pef My Lord. 

Otb. What would you with her fir? 

Lad. Who, I my Lord ? 

Otb. I, you did wifir that I would, make her tume .• 

Sir (he can turne,and turnc,and yet go on. 

And tume againe,and Qie can weepe fir, weepe; 

And (hec’sobedienr,as you fay.obcdient ; 

Very obedient, proceed you in your tearcs. 

Concerning this fir : O well painted pafiiou : 

I am commanded here • — get you away. 

Tie fend for you anon : - Sir, I obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Venice : — hence,aiunt, 

Cafsio (hall haue my place; and fir tonight 

I doe intreate that we may fup together. 

You arc welcome fir to Cypres ,— goates and monkies, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moorc,whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficicnt ? Th is t he noble nature. 

Whom paffion cc uld not (hake ? Whofe folid venue. 
The fhot of accident,nor dart of chance “ !- 

Could neither graze,nor peirce ? 

Itq. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe? is he not light ot braine. 
lag. He’s that he is,I may not breathe my cenfurc, ■ 

What he might be, if as he might ,he is not, } 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What.ftrike his wife. _ 

lag. Faith that was not fo well; yet would IkncW 
That ftroake would prque the worft. ' v£l * " f 

Lod. Is it his vie ? - rj '*[ * 7 ' ' - , 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blo®c* 

And new create this fault? 

Jag. ^las,alas. 
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11 ‘t 00 ! btue r/encTndknovv nc,y °u fball 

ytfhatlhauc .e f •-} denote him fo, 

IS markc how he continues. 

Lod. l atri forty that 1 am de ***»». . 

Enter Othello <WEmillia» 

n , Y oU bauefeene nothing them 

tJ. together. 

sJh suable that breatl. «ade 

0,b Wh«aia they neuer "Wpet ? 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. > 

Otb. Norfendyououtothpway? . 

oX ^o fetch her fo n ,hc r ” v w 

Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

Otb. That’s ftrange. 

Em. 1 duvtlmy Lord 

Uydcwem, faj. ;“‘.^KWolome 

Let heauens requite it with the Serpents cur e 
For if (he be not honcft,chafte,ai » 

There’s no man happy, the - Exi*%m^ 

Isfouleasflandcr. 

Otb. Bid her come hither goe,^ . 

She Caves enough, yet fhe’s a fimple bawde. 

That Jannot fay as much ; thisis a fubtk whore, 

K clofet locke and key, of villainous fecrets, _ 

And yet {hee’Ukncele and ptay,Iha feepe herdo t. 

^ EnterD cldemona^Ermlli^f 

Pef. My Lord,what is your Will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hit net, 

Pef. What is your pleafute ? 

J K 1 
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D?r wll m i C , fee .^ ur , c y« • - hoV'in my face. 

What horrible fancy’s this ? / 

Oth. Some ofyour fun a.onmirtriflc 

l;eauc procreant* alone,and tout the dorc 
\-ofre,or cry hem,ifany body come, * 

n r'v eryjy ° U, i miftt ^ : na 7 ‘Hfpatch. Exk Em 

i t;r y “ r -p«- > ' 

But not the words. 

Otb. Why, what arc thou > 

, of lo,i " "* 

Lca« bei Bg l.kc one of heauen, the diuclls themfelucs 
Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Orb. Heauen truely knowes/hat thou art falfc as hell 
ofh n°n h r° m,my Lord » w,ch w hom> how am I falfc? 

Def Alas the hcauy day, why do you weepc > 

Am I the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 

II haply you my father doe fufpeft, 

An Inflrument of this your calling backe, 

h)l n T °, C y ° U \ b,ame 00 mc > if y° u haue left him. 

Why I haue left him too. 

Oth. Hid it pleas’d heauen 
To try me vynh affli<ftion,had he ram’d 
All kindesoffores^and fliames on my bare head, 

Steep’d meinpouercy^to the very lips, 

Giuento captiuity f mc and my hopes, 

I fhould haue found in fomc part of my foule 
A deep of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure,for the time of fcornc. 

To poin t his flow vnmouing fingers at — oh, oh. 

Yet could I bcarcthat too,\vclI, very well. 

But there : where I haue garner'd vp my heart. 

Where either I mutt liuc,or bcare no life. 
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Th< toUnt.W.ftom .he M >*1 «»"”« 

Or tlfe dryn Vj> , lobe drfcjr. ltd Atnc , 

O ke^ pc it as a Ccftcrne, for foule Toades 
To too. »»a sender in MU,"« *T eomplexroo .here. 

Patience ihy youngand rofe-hp d Chetubin, 

T % e e j:\ hope’ ‘my noble Lord eftcemes me honeft. 

Oth. O I,as fummers fUes,are in the Humble*, 

That quicken evicn with blowing : 

0 thou blacke weed e, why art fo louely faite . 

Thou ftnell- ft fo fwcete.that the fence akes at thee. 

Would thou hadft ne’rc bin hex tie. , , 

Def. Mas, what ignorant finne haue I committed. 

Oth. Was this faire papcr,this raoft goodly booke. 

Made tovvtite whore cn ? — What, committed . 

Heauew Hops the nofe at it, and the Moonc W.nkcs, 

The bawdy wiud,that kiffes all it meetes, 

Jshufht within the hallow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’t : — whatcommittedy impudent (trumpet, 

Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a (trumpet ? 

Def No,as I am a Chriftian : 

Iftopreferuethis veffellfotmy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be net to be a ftrumpet,I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

DeJ. No, as I (hall be taued* Ettttr fcmu.ia* 

Oth. 1ft poffiblc ?- 

Def. O heauen forgiuemfle. 

Oth . I cry you mercy, 

1 tookc you for that cunning whore of V tnice. 

That married with Othello -, you miftrifle. 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Petir, 

Andkcepesthe gatC3 in hcll,I,you,you,you; 

We ha done our courfc; there’s money for your paines, 

Ipray youturnethc kty,and keepe ourcounfell. Exit * 

Em. AUs.what do« tfci* Gcroitnaan conceiue ? 

/ K 4 Hoy? 
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HowdoeyouMadam,howdoeyou my good Ladv? 

Def Faith halfe afleepe. 

Em, Good Madam, what’s the matter with my Lord > 
Def, With who? 

Em. Why with my Lord Madam. 

Def. I ha none, doe not taike to me Emillia, 

] cannot weepe,nor anfwerhaue I none, 

But what fhould goe by water : precthee to night 
Lay on my bed our wedding fheecesycmembcr, 

And call thy husband hither, 

Em. Here is a change indeed. Exit. 

''Def. Tis meete I fhould be vfdeTo, very well ; 

How haue 1 bin behau’d,that he might fticke 
7 he tmalleft opinion, on my greatefl abufe. 

lag. What is your pleafureMadam, Enter hgo, ■ 
How ill with you? /rWEmillra. 

Def. I cannot tell .-thole that doe teach young babes 
Doc it with gentle meanes,ind eafie taskes. 

He might h a chid me To, for in good faith, 

I am a child at chiding. 

lag. What is the matter Lady? 

Em. Alas Iago,my Lord hath fo bewhot’d her, 

Throwne fuch defpite,and heauy termes ypon her. 

As true hearts cannot beare. 

Def Am I that name Iago? 

lag. What name faire Lady ? % 

Def. Such as fhe fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

JEm. He call’d her whore A begger in his dr hike. 

Could not hauc layed fuch tearmes vponhis Callet. 
lag. W hy did he fo ? 

Def. I doe not know,I am fure I am none fuch. 
lag. Doc not wccpe,doc not weepc : alas the day. 

Em. Has Are forfooke fo many noble matches, 

Her Father,and her Countrey ,all her friends, 

To be cald whore ? would it not make-one weepe ? 

Dtf. It is'my wretched fortune, 

lag. Befhrcw him for it; how comes this trickc vponhimf 
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Def. Nay ,hcauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hang d,iffome etcrnall villaine, 

Some bufie and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, eoufening flaue to get fame office, 

Haue net deuifde this flandcr,l’le be Hang £ clfe. 

Iacr. Fie,there is no fuch man, it is impofnblc. 

J)ef* If any fuch there be f bcauen pardon him# 

A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fhould he call her whore ? who keepes her company? 

What place, what time,what for me, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus'd by fome outragious knaue t 
Somebafe notorious knaue, fome feuruy fellow, 

0 heauen, that fuch companions thoudil vnfold. 

And put in ederyhonett hand a whip, 

To laffi the rafcall naked through the world, 

Eiicn from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag. Speakc within dorcs. 

Em. O fic vpon him; fome fuchfquirc he was. 

That turnd your wit, the feamy fide without. 

And made you to fufpe& me with the Moore. 
lag. Y ou are a foole,goe to. 

Def. O Good lago. 

What fhall I doe to win my Lord againe ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how I loll him. 

lag. I pray you be content,tts but His humour, 

The bufineffe of the Statedoes him offence. 

And he does chide with you. 

Def. Ift’were no other. 
lag. Tis but fo,I warrant you, 

Harkc how thefe Intttumcntsfummonyou to fupper. 

And the great MefL ngers of Venice May, 

Goe in, and weepe not,all things {hall be well; Exit women. 

How now Rtdnriga ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 

Jag. What in the contrary } 

Red, Eiicry day, thou dofhft me, with fome deuftc lage\ 

L And 



ill 
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And rather, as it fecmes to me, thou kcepeft from me. 

All coimentency,then fupplieft me, with theleaft 
Aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer indurc it. 

Nor atn I yetperfwaded to put vp in peace,what already 
I luuc foplifhly fufferd. 

lag. Will you hcare me Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith I haut heard too much, for your words. 

And performance are no kin together. 

Jag. You charge me moftvniuftly. 

Rod . I hauc wafted my felfe out of meanes : the Iewels you haue 
had from mc,to deliuer to Defdctnoaa , would halfc haue corrupted 
aVotarift : you haue toldmefhehasrccciu’dem,and return'd m« 
expectation, dnd comfort s,offuddainc refpc6t,and acquittance, ba 
1 finde none. 

lag. W elljgoeto^erygood. 

Rod . Very well, goeto,l cannot gde to man,, it is not very well, 
by this hand, I fay tis very leuruy , and begin to finde riiy felfe fopt 
in it. 

Jag. Very well. . \'\f | | 

Rod . I fay it is not very well.* I Will make my fetfrkrtowneto 
Defdemona, if flic will returne me my lewe-ls , I wi;!l gjde oftrnf 
fuite,and repent my vnlawfull lblhcitation , if nor, affn’ic your id:: 
I’le feeke fatbfu<ftion of you* 

Jag. You haue (aid now. 

Rod. Land I haue fard. noch'mg,but what I proteft ent 

r j • 

©f doing. 

Jag. "why now I ft e there s fnettle in thee , and eucn from t 
timedoe build onthee,a betteropinion thencuer before, giue® 
thy band Roderigo : Thou haft taken againft me a rooft iuft concep- 
tion ,but yet I proteft, I hauc delt moft dire&ly in thy affairei. 
Rod. It hath not ap-"*"*-'* ‘ 



Jag. I grant indeed it hathnofappeard , andyour _ 
not without wit and iudgement: But Roderigo , if tbouhafti* 151 
within thee indeed , which I hauc greater reafon to bcleeue nofy. 
theneuer,T meane purpofe, courage, and val@ur,this night flrewiy 
thou the next night following enioyeft not Defdtmo»a , taketnet 
from this world with treachery ,and dcutfe engines for my 1®* j 
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Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compafle ? ; 

Jag. Sir, there is efpcciall command come from l emce. 
To depute Cafsio in Othello sphee. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 



77 



Rciurne a gaine to Venice. , , , . 

l a g 9 O no ,he goes into Mauritania, md takes^away With nm 

The faire Defdemona 3 vnl fle his abode be inger d 
Here by Tome accident,whercini none can be fo 
determinates the remouing of Cafsio, 

Red. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

. lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Oi hello s\>hce, 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe.^ r 

lag. I,andifyou dare doe your felfe a profit, and right, heclups 

t#ni°htwithaharlot,and thither will I goe to him ; •— heknowes 
not yet of his honourable fortune : if you will watch his going 
thence, which I will fafhion to fall out betweene twclue apd one, 
you may take him at your pleafurc; I will be neerc to fccond your 
attempt, andhec (hall fall betweene \s : coitjC, ftand not amaz d 
at it,but goe along with mce,I will (hew you tuch a neccffuy in his 
death, that you (hall thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. his 
now high fupper time,and the night grow r es to waft ; about it. 



Enter Othello , Dcfdentcna, Lcdouico, Emil ha, 
and Attendants. 

Rod, I will heare further reafon for this 

lag. And you {hall be fatisfied. £.v.Tag.<*W5?Rcd. 

Lod. I do befccch you fir, trouble your felfe no further, 

Oth, O pardon me, it fhall cJoe me good to walke* 

hod. Madame. goed night,! humbly rhanke your Ladifhip. 

h)ef Your honour is moft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke fir : — O Vefdemona. 

Defi My Lord. 

} Oth. Getyoutobcd, o'cheinftant I will be return'd; forthwith, 
dilpaten your Attendant there, — lookc it be done. Exeunt. 
Def. I will my Lord. 

Em. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 
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Def. He faies he will returne incontinent: 

He hath commanded me to goeto bed. 

And bad me to difmifTe you, 

Em. Difmiffeme? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Emilia , 

Giuc me my nightly wearing, and adiue. 

We muft not now difpleafe him. 

Em. I would you had neuer feene him, 

Def. So would not I,roy lone doth fo approuehim, 

That eucn his ftubbornenefl'e 3 his checks and frownes. 

Prcthee vnpin me ; haue grace and fauour in them. 

Em. I haue laicd thefe fhcetes you bade me,onthc bed. 

, Def. All’s one good faith : how foolifh arc our minds? 

If 1 doe die before thee,prethee (hrowdme 
In one of thofe fame (heetes. 

Em, Gome, come, you talke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cald Barbary , 

She was in loue,and he file lou’d,prou’d mad. 

And did forfake hcr,(hc has a long of willow. 

An old thing ’twasjbut it expreft her fortune. 

And (be died finging it,that Song to night. 

Will not goe from my mind — harke, who’s that knocks? 

Em. It is the wind; 

Def. Now get thee gone,good night : 

Mine eyes doe itch,doe$ that bode weeping ? 

Em, Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. Woukift thou doc fuch a deed , forall the world ? 

Em, Why would not you. 

Def No,by this hcauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither,by this hcauenly light, 

I might doe it as well in the darke. 

Def. W ould thou doe fuch a thing for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a great price. 

For a fm all vice. 

Def. Good troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fboulci,and vndo’t when I had done 
it, mary I would not doe filch a thing for a ioynt ring ; orfor 

furcs 
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' Cures of Lawnc, norforGownes, orPetticotes, nor Caps, norany 
fuch exhibition; but for the whole world ? vds pitty, whe swould 
not make her husband a Cuckole,to make him a Monarch ? I ftiould 

venture purgatory for it. 

Def, Befhrcw me,if I would doe fuch a Wrong, 

For the whole world. . , 

why , the wrong is but a wrong l’the world; andhaumgthe 
world for your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world , and you 
m i«ht quickly make it right. 

*Def I doe net thinke there is any fuch woman; 

Em. Yes, a dozeu,and as many to the vantage, as would (lore 
the world they played for. 

Def Good night, good night : God me fuch vfage fend. 

Not topickebad from bad,but by bad mend. 

Exemt. 

zjfffus. i» 

Enter I^go and Roderigo, 

lag. Here ftand behind this Bulkc,ftraite will he come, 

Wcare thy good Rapier barc,and put it home, 

Quickc,quickc,fcare nothing.I’le be at thy elboc; 

It makes vs or it marres vs,thinkc of that. 

And fixe moft firmc thy refolution. 

Rod. Be necre at hand,I may mifearry irVtV 
lag. Here at thy hand,bc bold* and take thy fword* 

Rod. I haue no great dcuotion to the dead; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my iword,hc dies. 

fag. I haue rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfe*. 

And he growes angry now : whether he kill CW/w, 

Or Cafsto him,or each doc kill the other, 

, Eucry way makes my game ; liue Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large, 

For Gold and lewells^that I b©bd from hint, 

As gifts to Defdemwa : 

Ic muft not bcjifCtf/wdoc remained 
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He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes mcygly : and befides,thc Moore 
May vnfould me to hi m ; there ftand Impcrrill: 
N0,hemuftdie,be’t fo,I hcare him comming. Ent. Caf. 

Rod. I know his gate, tis he,villai.nethoij dieft* 

Oaf That thruft had bin my enemy indeed, 

But that my coate is better then thou think'ft, 

I will make proofc of thine. 

Rod . O 1 am fUinc* 

Caf I am maind for euer,Iight ho, murder, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsiofago kccpcs his word. 

Rod. O. villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harke tis cuen fo. * 

Caf Ohelpc ho, light, a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he ,0 braue Ar{7<?,honeft and Ittft, 

That haft fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacbeft me; —minion ,y our dearc lies dead. 

And your fate hies apace; flrumpet I come; 

Forthofmy he3rr,thofecharmes thine eyes are blorted, # 
Thy bed luft-ftaind,fhall with lulls blood be fpotted. Ex. 

Enter Lodouicotfw^Graciano. 

Caf. What ho, no watch, no pa{ftge,imu*dcr,rnurd er 
Grat. Tis fome mifchancc,the cry is very dire-full. 

Caf. Ohelpe. Lod. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones,it is a beauy night, 

Thcfe may be counterfeits, let’s think’ c vnfafe 
To come into the cry without more helpc. 

Rod. No body come, then fkall I bleed to death . 

Enter I a go with a light . 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat , Here's one comes jn his fhirr,with lights and weapons, 
lag. Who’s there ? whole noife is this,that cries on murder. 
Lod ♦ I doc not know. 
lag* Did not you hcare a cry ? 

Caf Here, here, for heauens fake helpc me. 
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Im, What’s the matter. 

Grat. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 
lod . The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow. 

Jar. What arc you here,that cry fo grecuoufly ? 

Caf Iago, O I am fpoil’d,vndone by villaines, 

Giue me fome hclpe. , , . . 

Jag. O my-Lciu tenant: what villaines baue done tms ? 

Caf I thinke the one of them is heere about. 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines : 

VVhat are you there ? come in and giue fome hclpe; 

Rod. O . helpc me here. 

Caf. That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous flatie,0 villaine.' 

Rod. O dambd dago , O inhumaine dog,-- 0,0,0* 
la. Kill him 1 the dark? where be thofe bloody theeues? 
How file nt is thisTowne t Ho,murder,murder : 

What may you be,are you of good or euill ? 

Lod. Asyoufha!lprouevs,praife vs. 
lag. Seignior hodowep. 

Lod. He fir. 

lag. I cry you mercy : here’s Cafsro hurt by villaines. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf Mylegiscutintwo* 
lag. Mary heauen forbid .• 

Light Gentlemen, Tie bind it with my fhirt. 

Enter Bianca, 

Rian. What is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 
lag. Who ift that cried,. 

Rian. O my dcate 0 /rw ,0 my fweete Cdfsio , Cafsio fiafsie, 
lag. O notable ftrurripet : Cafsiomzy you fufpcift 
Who they fhould be, that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I am forry to find you thus,! haue bin to fccke you. 
Rian. Alas he faints ,0 Cafsio, Gafsio, Cafsio. 
lag. Gcntlenlen all,! doe fufpeft this trafh 
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To bcare a part in this : patience a while good Cafsitt 
Lend me a light ; know we this face, or ao ? 

Alas ray friend, and my ueare countrey man .♦ 

Redengo ? no, yes furc : O hcaycn Roderigo. 

Gra. Whfltof^'iwKTtf? 

lag. Euen he fir, did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I, 

lag. Seignior Grattans. I cry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidenesmutt excuferay manners, 

That fo neglc&td you, 

Gra. Iam glacl to fee you. 

lag. H ow doe you Cafsio ? O a chaire,a chaire, 

Gra. Roderigo, 

lag. Hc,ti3 he :0 that's well faid, a chaire: . 

Some good man bearc him carefully from hence. 

Pic fetch the Gcncralls Surgeon : for you miftriflc, 

Saue you your lal»our,hc that lies flaine here Cafisto , 

Was my dearc friend, wh at malice was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe I know the man. 
lag. What,Iooke you pale ? O bcare him out o’th aire. 
Stay you good Gentlcwoman,lookc you palemiftriffe ? 

Doe you pcrceiuc the ieaftures of her eye, 

Nay,an you ftirre,we Avail h3iie more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you,looke vpon her. 

Doe you lee Gentlemen ? Nay guiltinefle 
Will fpeakcjthough tongues were out ©f vfe. Enter Em. 
Em. ’Las what’s the matter? what’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fee on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fellowcs that arc fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoft flaine, and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman,alas good Cafiie. 
lag. This is the fr trite of whoring, pray Emillia, 

Goe know of Cafsio, where he fupt to night : 

WHat,doc you (hake afthat"? 

Bian. He fupt at my hou£e,but I therefore (bake pot. 
lag. O did he fo,l charge you goe. with me. 

Em. Fic,fie vpon thee ftrumpei. 

\ •• 



JftW. 



leivlooreo) 

r piatt. I *mnoftrumpet,but oflife at honeft. 

As you, that thus abufc me. 

Come miftreffe,you mutt tcli’s another tale. 

Emillia, runneyoucotheCittadcll, 

And tell tny Lord and Lady what has hapt . 

Will you goe op,I pray, this is the night , 

That either markes mc,or foredocs me quite. £ xmHtt 

Enter O t hell o with a light. 

Oth. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule, 

Lee me not name it to you,you chafte ttarres t 
It is the cau'e yet Pie nor /bed her blood. 

Nor fcarre ths-t whiter skin of hers, then fnoW, 

And fmo©th,as monumentall Alablafter ; 

Yet fliem"ft die,ell~e fir-til betray more men, 
Putoutthclighc,aud rhen put out the 1-glvt: 

If l quench thee, thou flaming mirdficr, , 
lean againe,thy former light re (lore, 

Shcu'd I rep nt me; but osce put out thine. 

Thou cunning patterne of excelling nature, ,, 

I know not where is that promethiarvheate, ' 

That can thy light rcturnc : when I haue pluckt the rofe, 

I cannot giue it vital! growth againe, 

Itmuftncedcs wither ; i’lefmell it on the tree, 

A balmy breather hat doth almottperfwade 
Iuttice her felfe to breake her fword once more, 

Bethus, when thou art dend/snd I will kill thee. 

And loue thee alter : once more,and this the latt. He 
So fweete was nc’re fo fatall : I mutt weepc, k*ff es b gr * 

But they arc cruell teares ; this forrowesheauenly, 
Itftrikcs when it does loue : (he wakes. 

Def. Who’s ther t .Othello ? 

Oth. ] > Defdemona. 

Def. W ill you come to bed my Lord ? 

®t}?. Hauc you prayed to night ,Defdems»a ? 

M 
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Def. I my* Lord.* 

Oth. If you bethinks ydur felfe ofany crimr, 

V nreconcilM as yet- to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftrai te. 

Def Alas tny Lord, what may you meanc by that? 

Oth. Well doe ir,and be briefc, Twill walkc by, 

I would not kill thy vnpreparcd fpirit, 

No,heautn fore- feud, I would not kill thy foule; 

Def. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I dec. j 

Def. Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,with allmy heart. 

Def. I f you fay fo; I hope you will not kill me. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def And yet Ifeare you, for you are fatall then, 

When your eyes roulc fo : why I fbould fcarc,T know not, , 
Since guilcinefle 1 knowriotsbut yct lfecle I fcarc, 

Oth. Thinkc on thy finnes. 

Def They arc loues I bearc to you. 

Oth . A nd for that thou dieft. 

Def, That death’s vnnaturaJl,that kills for louiag,, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neathcr lip ? 

Some bloody pafiion fhakes youf very frame, 

Thcfe are portents: but yet I hope 
They doc not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be Hill. 

Def. I will, fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft t© Cafsio. 

Def No, by my life and foule,. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. Swcete foule take hecd,takchced ofperiury, , 
Thou arc on thydeath-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prcfently: 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath** 




Catuwf 



)e Moore ojvtvm. 

(-.noKtMOM.not elute teStongconcek, 

Thlu gtowe v.iih.11 : team to eke. 

B,{. Then Lord luuc mete, on roe. 

Oth. I fay A mets “ 

Z with Cuch genctall warranty of heauen. 

As I might loue : I neuer gaue him token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher in his han , 

0 peviured woman, thou doeft ftone thy heart. 

And maktft me call/what I intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a facrihce, 

1 faw the haudfeerchcr. 

j)ef. He found it then, 

I aeuer gaue it him , fetid for him hither. 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. Behascotifeft. 

Def. What,iny Lord ? ' 

Oth. Thar he hath yds death.. 

Def How,valawfully ? r 
Oth. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is Hop’d, 

Honeft logo hath tane order for't. 

Def My feare interprets then, — what is he dead? 

Oth. Had all his haires bin liucs^ 

My great reuenge had ftomackc for ’em all. 

Def. Alashcisbetraid,and Itndone. 

Oth. O (trumpet, — werpeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def O bannifli mc,my Lord, but kill me not, 

O.k. Down* (trumpet. 

Def Kill me to morrow, let aacliue to night. 

Oth. Nay.anyouftriue. 

Def But halfe an heart, but while I fay •n* praver. 
Oth. Tis too late* he ffififes her. 

Def O Lordjlord, Lord. pmillia culls w thi», 

£m. My Load ,my Lord, what he, my Lord, my Lord, 
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Oth, What voye« is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead > 

I that am cruell,a*n yet merciful!, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, fo/a 

Em. V® hat ho,my Lord,my Lord. > 

Oth, Who’s there ? 

Em. O good my Lord,I'dc fpeake a word wich you. 

Oth. Y cs,tis Emillia, by and by : fhce’s dead : 

T is like (lie comes to fpeake of Cafiosdczth ; 

The noyfe was here ; ha,no more m< uii:g, 

Still as the graue •• flial! Hie come in ? were’r good ? 

1 thinkc Ihc ftirres a game; no.wbat’sthc bell? 

I f fire ceme in,fticc’il fure fpeake to my wife. 

My wifely wifc,my wife; I ha no wife ; 

O infuppomble : O beany home. 

Me thinks it ftioukl be now a huge Ecr lips • 

Of Sunne and Mocne,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. J doe helcech you I may fpeake with yon,- good my torA 
Oth. I had forget thee : O come in Emillta. 

Soft,by and by ; let me the Curtaines draw, £»r.Emil. 

Where arc thou ? whats the matter with thee now? 

Em, O my good Lord , yonder s foulc murders done 
Oth . What, now? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth. Ic is the very error of the Moonc, 

She comes more necre theearth,then (lie was wont,. 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Gafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong Venetian, 

CaK, Rodcrtgo. 

Oth. Roderigo kild,and Cajsio kild ? 

Em. No,C<2/r/0 isnotktld. 

Oth. Noe Cafsto kild, then murders out of tune, 

And fweetcretienge growesharfb. 

Def. O falfly^aifly murdered. 

Em. O L^rcUwhat cry is that ? 

Oth. That? what? I 

Em. Out and alas,it is my Ladyes voycc, 

Helpt) 



m 

emce; 

Hclpe»hclpe,ho heipe ,0 Lady fpeake againc, 

Sweete Defdemonafi fwceteMjftrcflclpeake. 

Def. A guihkffe death I die. 

Em % O who has done this deed? 

Def. No body ,1 my felfe,fayewell : 

Con mend me to my kinde Lord ,0 farewell. 

V Oth, Why, how Amuld flic be murdered? 

Em. Alas,whoknowes? 

Oth. You heard her fay, her fclfe,it was not I. 

Em- She fayd fo,I muff needes report a truth* 

Oth, She’s like a lyer.gone to burning Hell, 

»Xwas 1 that kild her. 

'Em. O, the more Angellfhe, 

And you the blacker diiiell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly,and flic was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeftbely her, and thou art a diuelL 
. Oth. She was falfc as water. 

Em. Thouasrafliasfire, 

To fay that flic was falfe .• O flie was heaucnly true. 

Oth. Cafsio did top her,aske chy husband elfe, 

O I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed, vpon iuft grounds. 

To thisextremity,tby husband knew it all . 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That flie was falfe to wedlccke? 

Oth. I, with Cafsto : nay, had flic bin true, 

Ifheaucn would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and per fed! Crifolite, 

I*de not hauc fold her for it. 

' Em. My husband ? 

Oth. I,twas he that told me flrft. 

An honell man he is,and hates the flime. 

That flicks cn filthy deedes, 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. What needes this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband. 
Em, If he fay lb, may his pernitious foule 
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94. The Tragedy 0/OthelI® 

Rot halfe a grain? a day : he lies to’th heart, 

She was too fond ofher aioft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Em. Doethyworft, 

This deed ofthineisno more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Pc*ce,youwerebcft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme. 
As I haucto be hurt: O gul!,0 dolt, 

As ignorant asdirtt; thou haft done a deed — 

I care not for thy fword,l’le make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : he!pe,he!pe,0 helpe ; 

The Moore has fcild my Miftrcftc, murder, murder. 

Exter Montano,Gratiano,Iago ,4m/ offers. 

Mom. What is the matter ? how now Generali t 
Em. O.are you come I Ago ? you hauc done well. 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 
u4ll. What is the matter? 

Em. Difproue this vil!a‘fne,ifthou bec’ft a man ; 

He fayes thou roldft him that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou diJft nor.thou art not fuch a villaine : 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought, and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you eucr tell him (he was falfe ? 

Jag. I did. 

Em. You told a1ie,an odious damned lie; 

Vpon my loule.a lie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. Wit h CW/rw miftrcfle ; go to.charme your tongue. 
Em. I will not charmcmytongue,I am bound tofpeakc. 
lag. What are you mad, I charge you get you home. 
Em. GoodGcntlemen let me haue leaue to fpeakc, 
Tis proper I obey him,but not now.* 

Perchance I Ago, l will nc’rc goe home* 

Oth Oh,ol» ,oh. Oth* fait «» tht btd . 

3m. Nay,lay thee downe,and rore. 






tfhe Moore of Venice. 

For'thouhaft kild the fwceteft innocent. 



That ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth. Ofhewnsfoule: 

1 farce did know you Vucle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofc breath indeed, thele hands haue newly ftopt, 

I know this aft fhewes terrible and grim. 

Gra, Poore Dejdemoxa, I am glad thy father sdead. 

Thy match was mortal! to him, and pure griefe. 

Shore his old thread atwane .* did he line now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne. 

Yea curfe his better Angcll from his fide. 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pittifull,but yet Ajjrsknowes, 

That fke with Cafsio ,hath the a 61 of ftiame 
A thoufand times committed ; Cafsioc onfeft it, 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes, 

With the recognifance and pledge of loue. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand. 

It was a handkercbcr ; an Antique token 
My father gaue my mother. 

Em. O God,0 heauenly God. 

lag. Zouns,hold your peace. 

Em. ’ Twill out,’ twill : I hold my peace ftr.no. 

Tie be in fpeaking,liberall as the ayre, 

Let heauen,and men, and diuells,let ens all, 

All,all cry ftiame agamft me, yet Pie fpcake. 

Jag. Be wife. and get you home. 

Em. 1 will not. 

Gra. Fie, your fword vpon a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, .that handkercher thou fpeakft *n 
I found by fortunc.and did giuc my husband : 

For often with a folemne carneftnefle, 

}>{otc then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle. 

He beg d of me to fteale it. 

lag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio ? no alas I found it. 

And I did giu’t my husband. 
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heauen I doc not,I doe not Gentlemen, 

O. murderous Coxcombe /what fhouid luch a foolc 
Doc with fo good a womah ? 

The Moore rutotes at I a go. I a go kiU his rvift. 
Oth. Are there no Slones in heauen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? precious villaine, 

Cra. Tlie woman falh.fure he has kild his wife. 

Em. I/jObymebr myimftreffefidc. Exit Tago, 
Cra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s- kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious viUaine,take your weapon. 
Which I haue here recoucred from the Moore : 

Come, guard thcdorewithout.iethim notpeffe. 

But kiUhira rather/ic after that fame villaine, 

por tis. a damned flatie. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Oth, I ana not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword. 

But why fhould honour out liue hone f'v ? 

Let it goe all. 

Em. Moore, (he was chaft,fhc lou’d thee crueliMoore, 
So come my foule to blifl'e,as I fpeake true j 
So fpeaking as 1 thinkc,! die,I die. (be dies, 

Oib. 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,the Il'ebrookes temper; 

O here it%; V ncle I mu ft come forth. Gy», within. 

Cra. If thou attempt it/u will coft thee dccre. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muftfuffer. 

Oth . Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will affault thee. 
ora. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,! haucaweapon. 

Abetter neucr didit fclfe fiiftaine 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I haue feene the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

Thauc made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you flop : butO vainc boaft. 

Who can consul* his Fate? tisnotfonow. 
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The Tragedy of Othello 



lag. Fil th thou lieftji 
'Em. By heaum I doc not, I doe not Gentlemen, 

O. murderous Coxcombe /what fiiouid luch a foolc 
Doc with fo good a woman ? 

The Moott rutma at I ago . la go kilt hit mfi. 
Oth. Are there no Rones in hcauen. 

But what fcrucs for ;he thunder ? pretio'us viHajne, 

Gra. The woman falh/ure hc has 'did his wife. 

Em. I^jObymebymyimftreffe/tdc. Exit lago, 
Gra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine^ake your weapon. 
Which I kaue here recoucred from the Moore': 

Come. guard the dore without,! et him notpaffe, 

Bu t kilfhim rather ,1’ie after that fame villaine. 

For tis. a damned fiaue. Exit Mont .and Gratiano, 

Oth* I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfler gets my fword, 

But why fibould honour out Hue hone fly ? 

Let it goe all.. 

Em. Moore, fhc was chaR,fhe lou’d thee crueli Moore, 
So come my foule to bliflc,as I fpeake true.; 

So fpeakin g as 1 thinkc,! die,I die. (he aits. 

Oik. lhaue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,the Ifebrookes temper; 

O here itfis; V ncle I mutt come forth. Gti.roithin, 

Cra. if thou attempt it/it will coft thee dccre, 
ThouhaRno weapon, and perforce muflfuffer. 

Oth. Lookc in vpon me then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as I am, I will aflault thee. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Oth. Behold,! hauc a weapon. 

Abetter neuerdidit iclfe fuRaine 

Vpon a Souldiers thigh : I haue feene the day. 

That with this little artne,and this good fword, 

Thauc made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you Rop : butO vaine boafl. 

Who can ccntwuis bis Fate ? tis not fo now, 
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DEPARTMENT OF MANUSCRIPTS 

Record of Treatment, Extraction, Repair, etc. 
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